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LECTURE I. 

- [TucBday, 5Ui May, 1840.] 

THE HERO' AS DIVINITY. ODIN. PAGANISM: SCANPl- 
• NAVIAN Ml»PHOLOChY. 

* ' ■ • "* 

We haye undertaken to discourse here &>r a little on Great 
Men, their manner of appearance in out world's busineoa, how 
they haye shape^ themselves in tlie world's history, what ideaa« 
men formed of them, what work they did ; — on Heroes, namely, 
and on their reception and performance ; what I call Hero-worship 
and the Heroic in human a^irs. Too evidentfy this is a large 
topic ; deserving quite other treatment than we can expeet ijo give 
it at present. A large topic ; indeed, an illimitable- one ; wide ad*^ 
Universal History itself For, as I take it, Universal History, 
the history of what man has accompHshed in this world, is at bot- 
tom the History of the Great Men w^io have worked here. They 
were the leaders of men, these great ones ; the modellers, pat- 
terns, aiid in a wide sense creators, of whatsoever the general 
mass of men contrived to do oy to attain ; all things that we see 
standing accomplished in the world are properly the outer mate- 
rial result, the practical realisation and embodyment, of Thoughts 
that dwelt in the Great Men sent into the world : the soul of the 
whole world's history, it may justly be considered, were the his- 
tory of these. Too clearly it is a topic we shall do no justice to 
in this place 1 ^^^ 

One comfort is, that Gseat Men, taken up in any way, are prof- 
itable company. We cannot look, however imperfectly, upon a 
great man, without gaining something by him. He is the living 
light-fountain, which it is good and pleasant to be near. The 
light which enlightei\B, which has enlightened the darkness of the 
world ; and this not as a kindled lamp only, but rather as a nat- 
ural luminary shining by the gift of Heaven; a flowing light- 
■ ^ 2 
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2 THE HERO AS DIVINITY. ltct. x 

fountain, as I say, of native original insight, of manhood and 
heroic nobleness ; — in whose radiance all souls feel that it is well 
with them. On any terms whatsoever, you will not grudge to 
wander in such neighbourhood for a while. These Six classes of 
Heroes, .chosen out of widely distant countricfi and epochs, and in 
mere external figure differing altogether, ought, if we look faith- 
fully at them, to illustrate several things for us. Could we sec 
them well, we should get some glimpses into the very marrow of 
tlio^ world's history. How happy, could I but in any measure, in 
sucb times as these, make manifest to you the meanings of Hero- 
ism ; the divine relation (for I may well catU it such) which in all 
[ times unites a Great Man to other men ; and thus, as it were, not 
exhaust my subject, but so i^uch as break ground on it 1 At all 
events, I must make the attempt 

It is well said, in every sense, that a man's religion is the chief 
fact with regard to him. A man's, or a nation of men's. 3j 
reli^on I do not mean here the «hureh-creed which he professes, 
^the articles of faith which he will sign and, in words or otherwise, 
assert ; not this wholly, in many cases not this at all. We see 
men of all kinds of professed creeds attain to almost all degrees 
of worth or worthlessness under each or any of them. This is 
not what I call religion, this profession and assertion ; which is 
often only a profession and assertion from the outworks of the 
man, from the mere argumentative region of him, if even so deep 
as that. But the thing a man does practically believe (and this 
is often enough withmU asserting it even to himself, much less to 
others) ; the thing a man does practically lay to heart, and know 
for certain, concerning his vital relations to this mysterious Uni- 
verse, and his duty and destiny there, that is in all cases the pri- 
mary thing for him, and creatively determines all the rest. That 
V is his religion ; or, it may be, his mere scepticism and ruMdigion : 
the manner it is in which he feels himself to be spiritually related 
to the Unseen World or No-world ; and I say, if you tell me 
what that is, you tell me to a very great extent what the map is, 
what the kind of things he will do is. Of a man or of a nation 
we inquire, therefore, first of all. What religion they had ? Was 
it Heath^nisiQ,— r-plurality of gods, mere sensuous representation 
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of this Mystery of Lile, and for chief recognised element therein 
Physical Forde ? Was it Christianism ; faith in an Invisible, noi 
as real only, but as the only reality ; Time, through every mean- 
est moment of it, resting on Eternity ; Pagan empire of Force 
displaced by a nobler supremacy, that of Holiness? Was it 
Scepticism, uncertainty and inquiry whether there was an Unseen 
World, any Mystery of Life except a mad one ;•— doubt as to all 
this, or perhs^s unbelief and flat denial? Answering of this 
guestion is giving us the spul of the history of the man or nation. 
The thoughts they^ had x^-r^tibe. parents of the actions they dii; ), 
their feelings were parents of their thoughts : it was the unseen' 
and~spiritual in them that determined the outward and actual ; — 
their religion, as I say, was the great fact about them. In these 
Discourses, lin^ted as we are, it will be good to direct our survey 
chiefly to that religious pbasis of the matter. That once known 
well, all is known. We have chosen as the first Hero in our 
series, Odin the central figure of Scandinavian Paganism; an 
emblem to us of a most extensive province of things. Let us 
look, for a little, at the Hero as Divinity, the oldest primary form 
of Heroism. 

Surely it seems a very strange-looking thing this Paganism j 
almost inconceivable to us in these days. A bewildering, inex- 
tricable jungle of delusions, confusions, falsehoods, and absurdities, 
covering the whole field of Life ! A thing that fills us with aston- 
ishment, almost, if it were possible, with incredulity, — ^for truly it 
is not easy to understand that sane men could ever calmly, with 
their eyes open, believe and live by such a set of doctrines. That 
men should have worshipped their poor fellow-man as a God, and 
not him only, but stocks and stones, and all manner of animate 
and inanimate objects ; and fashioned for themselves such a dis- 
tracted chaos of hallucinations by way. of Theory of the Universe : 
all this looks like an incredible fable. Nevertheless it is a clear 
fact that they did it. Such hideous inextricable jungle of mis- 
worships, misbeliefs, men, made as we are, did actually hold 
hfj and live at home in. This is strange. Yes, we may pause in 
sorrow and silence over the depths of darkness that are in man ; 
if we rejoice in the heights of purer vision he has attained to. 
Such things were and are in man ; in all men ; in us too. 
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Some speculators have a short way of accounting for the Pagan 
religion : mere quackery, priestcraft, and dupery, say they ; no 
sane man ever did believe it, — merely contrived to persuade other 
men, not worthy of the name of sane, to believe it ! It will be 
often our duty to protest against this sort of hypothesis about 
men's doings and history ; and I here, on the very threshold, pro- 
test against it in reference to Paganism, and to all other isms by 
which man has ever for a length of time striven to walk in this 
world. They have all had a truth in them, or men would not hav% 
* taken them up. Quackery and dupery do abound ; in religions, 
I^above all in the more advanced decaying stages of religions, they 
' have fearfully abounded : but quackery was never the originating 
influence in such things ; it was not the health and life of such 
things, but their disease, the sure precursor of their being about 
to die ! Let us never forget this. It seems to me a most mourn- 
ful hypothesis, that of quackery giving birth to any faith even in 
sovage men. Quackery gives birth to nothing ; gives death to all 
things. We shall not see into the ttue heart of anything, if we 
, look merely into the quackeries of it ; if we do not reject the 
quackeries altogether; as mere diseases, corruptions, with which 
our and all men's sole duty is to have done with them, to sweep 
them out of our thoughts as out of our practice. Man everywhere 
is the born enemy of lies. I find Grand Lamaism itself to have 
a kind of truth in it. Eead the candid, clear-sighted, rather 
sceptical Mr. Turner's Account of his Embassy to that country, 
and see. They have their belief, these poor Thibet people, that 
Providence sends down always an Incarnation of Himself into 
every generation. At bottom some belief in a kind of Pope ! At 
bottom still better, belief that there is a Greatest Man ; that he is 
discoverable ; that, once discovered, we ought to treat him with 
an obedience which knows no bounds ! This is the truth of Grand 
Lamaism ; the ' discoverability ' is the only error here. The Thi- 
bet Priests have methods of their own of discovering what man is 
Greatest, fit to be supreme over them. Bad methods : but are 
they so much worse than our methods, — of understanding him to 
be always the eldest-born of a certain genealogy ? Alas, it is a 

difficult thing to find good methods for ! We shall begin to 

have a chance of understanding Paganism, when we first admit 
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tiiat to its foUawers it was,, at one time, earnestly true. Let us 
<}onsider it very certain that men did believe in Paganism ^ men 
with open eyes^ sound senses, mea made altogether like ourselves ; 
that we, had we been there, should have believed in it. Ask now, 
What Paganism could have been ? 

Another theory, somewhat more respectable, attributes such 
tilings to Allegory. It was a play of poetic minds, say these 
theorists; a shadowing forth, in allegorical fable, in personifica* 
j^on, and visual form, of what such poetic minds had known and 
felt of this Universe. Which agrees, add they, with a primary 
law of human nature, still everywhere observably at work, though 
in less iniportant things, That what a man feels intensely, he 
struggles to speak out of him, to see represented before him in 
visual shape, and as if with a kind of life and historical reality in 
it. Now doubtless there is such a law, and it is one of the deepest 
in human nature ; neither need we doubt that it did operate fun- 
damentally in this business. The hypothesis which ascribes 
Paganism wholly or mostly to this agency, J call a little more 
respectable ; but I cannot yet call it the true hypothesis. Think, 
would we believe, and take with us as our life-guidance, an alle- 
gory, a poetic sport ? Not sport but earnest is what we would 
require. It is a most earnest thing to be alive in this world; 
to die is not sport for a man. Man's life never was a sport to 
him ; it was a stern reality,' altogether a serious matter to be alive I 
I find, therefore, that though these Allegory theorists are on the 
way towards truth in this matter, they have not reached it either. 
Pagan Beligion is indeed an Allegory, a Symbol of what men felt 
and knew about the Universe ; and all Eeligions are symbols of 
that, altering always as that alters : but it seems to me a radical 
perversion, and even tTiversion, of the business, to put that for- 
ward as the origin and moving cause, when it was rather the result 
and termination. To get beautiful allegorks, a perfect poetie 
symlx^, was not the want of men ; but fo know what they were to 
believe about this Universe, what course they were to steer in it ; 
what, in this mysterious Life of theirs, they bad to hope and to 
fear, to do and to'forbear doing. The Pilgrim's Progress is an 
Allegory, and a beautiful, just and serious one: but consider 
whether Bunyan's Allegory could have preceded the Faith it sym^ 
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bolizes ! The Faith had to be already there, staikling believed 
by everybody ; — of which the Allegory could then become a sha- 
dow ; and, with all its seriousness, we may say a. sportful shadow, 
a mere play of tlie Fancy, in comparison with that awful Fact and 
scientific certainty, which it poetically strives to emblem. The 
Allegory is the product of the certainty, not the producer of it ; 
not in Bunynn's nor in any other case. For Paganism, therefore, 
we have still to inquire. Whence came that scientific certainty, 
the parent of such a bewildered heap of allegories, errors and coq« 
fusions ? How was it, what is it? 

Surely it were a foolish attempt to pretend ' explaining,' in this 
place, or in any place, such a phenomenon as that far-distant dich 
tracted cloudy imbroglio of Paganism,-^more like a cloudfield, 
than a distant continent of firm land and facts ! It is no longer 
a reality, yet it was one. We ought to understand that this seem- 
ing cloudfield was once a reality ; that not poetic allegory, least 
of all that dupery and deception was the origin of it. Men, I 
say, never did believe idle songs, never risked their soul's life on 
allegories : men, in all times, especially in early earnest times, 
have had an instinct for detecting quacks, for detesting quacks; 
Let us try if, leaving out both the quack theory and the allegory 
one, and listening with affectionate attention to that far-off con* 
fused rumour of the Pagan ages, we cannot ascertain so much as 
this at least. That there was a kind of fact at the heart of them ; 
that they too were not mendacious and distracted, but in their 
own poor way true and sane 1 

You remember that fancy of Aristotle's, of a man who had 
grown to maturity in some dark distance, and were brought on a 
sudden into the upper air to see the sun rise. What would his 
wonder be, says the Philosopher, his rapt astonishment at the 
sight we daily witness with indifference! With the free open 
sense of a child, yet with the ripe faculty of a man, his whole heart 
would be kindled by that sight, he would discern it well to be 
Godlike, his soul would fall down in worship before it. Now, just 
such a childlike greatness was in the primitive nations. The first 
Pagan Thinker among rude men, the first man that began to 
think, was precisely the child-man of Aristotle. Simple, open ta 
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a child, yet with the depth and strength of a man.-^ Nature had 
as yet no name to him ; he had not yet united under a name the 
infinite variety of sights, sounds, shapes and motions, which we 
now collectively name Universe, Nature, or the like,-^-and so with 
a name dismiss it from us. To the wild deep-henrted man all 
was yet new, not veiled under names or formulas ; it eitood naked, 
flashing in on him there, beautiful, awfdl, unspeakable. Nature 
was to this man^ what to the Thlakgr aadJEro]phetjtiareyer^is, 
pf^ernaturaL This green^owery rock*built earth, the trees, the 
mountains, rivers, many-sounding seas ; — that great deep sea of 
azure that swims overhead ; the winda sweeping through it ; the 
black cloud fashioning itself together, now pouring out fire, now 
hail and rain : what is it 1 Ay, what 7 At bottom we do not yet \ 
know ; we can never know at all. It is not by our superior inaight J 
that we escape the difficulty ; it is by our superior levity, our in- 
attention, our want of insight. It is by Tict thinking that we cease^ 
to wonder at it. Hardened round us, encasing wholly «very noti^ 
we form, is a wrappage of traditions, hearsays, mere words. We 
eaU that fire of the black thunder-cloud < electricity,' and lecture 
learnedly about it, and grind the like of it out of glass and silk : 
hvLt what is itrl What made it? Whence comes it ? Whither 
goes it ? Science has done much for us ; but it is a poor science 
that would hide from us the great deep sacred infinitude of Ne- 
science, whither we can never penetrate, on which all science 
swims as a mere superficial film. This world, after all our science 
and sciences, is still a miracle ; wonderful, inscrutable, Tiuigical 
and more, to whosoever will thiTik of it. 

That great mystery of Time, were there no other ; the illimita- 
ble, silent, never-4resting thing called Time, rolHag, rushing on, 
swift, silent, like an all-embracing ocean-tide, on which we and all 
the Universe swim like exhalations, like apparitions which art^ 
and then art not: this is forever very literally a miracle ; a thing 
to strike us dumb, — ^for we have no word to speak about it. This 
Universe, ah me I — what could the wild man know of it ; what can 
we yet know ? That it is a Force, and thousandfold Complexity 
of Forces ; a Force which is not we. That ia idl ; it is not we, it 
is altogether different from us. Force, Force, everywhere Force ; 
we ourselvea a mysterious Force in the centre of that. ' There \m 
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^ not a leaf rotting on the highway but has Force in it : how else 
'ooold it rot 1' Naj fiurely, to the Atheistie Thinker, if ai^ a | 
one were possible, it must bo a mirade too^ this huge, illimi. able -^ 
whirlwind of Force, which envelopes us here ; never-resting whirl- 
wind,- high as Immensity, old as Eternity. What is it? Qod'a 
Creation, the religious pec^le answer ; it is the Almighty God's \ 
Atheistic science babbles poorly at it, with scientific nomencla- 
tures, experiments and what not, as if it were a poor dead thing, 
to be bottled up in Leyden jars, and sold over counters : but the 
natural sense of man, in all tisies, if he will honestly a^^ly his 
sense, proclidmd it to be a living thing,-^-ah, an unspeakable, god- 
like thing ; towards which the best attitude for ns, after never so 
much scienoe, is awe, devout prostration and humility of «oul ; 
worship if not in words, then in silence. 

But now I remark farther : What in such a time as ours it re- 
quires a Prophet or Poet to teach us, namely, the stripping off of 
those poor uudevout wrappages, nomenclatures and scientific hear- 
says, — this, the ancient earnest soul, as yet unencumbered with 
\i these things, did for itself The worldj which is nowjdivine only 
^y^ J^LJ-^? gifted, was then divine' to whosoever would turn his eye» 
\ upon it. i3e stood bare before it face to face. ' All was Godlike 
* or Gpod : ' — Jean Paul still finds it so; the giant Jean Paul, who 
has power to escape out of hearsays : but then there were no hear- 
says. Canopus shining down over the desert, with its blue dia- 
mond brightness (that wild blue spirit-like brightness, far brighter 
than we ever witness here), would pierce into the heart of the wild 
Ishmaelitish man, whom it was guiding through the solitary waste 
there. To his- wild heart, with all feelings in it, with no speech for 
any feeling, it might seem a little eye, that Canopus, glancing out 
on him from the great deep Eternity ; revealing the inner Splen. 
dour to him. Cannot we understand how these men toor shipped 
Canopus ; became what we call Sabeans, worshipping the stars ?. 
Such is to me the secret of all forms df Paganism. W(ffship is 

- transcendent wonder ; wonder for which there is now no limit or 

measure ; that is worship. To these primeval men, all things and 
everything they saw exist beside them were an emblem of tho 

> Godlike, of some God. 

t. And look what perennial fi.bre of truth was in that To us 
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also, through every star, through every blade of grass, is not a God 
made visible, if we will open our mtnds and eyes ? We do not 
worship in that way now : but is it not reckoned still a merit, 
proof of what we oall % ' poetic nature,' that we recognise how every 
object has a divine beauty in it; haw every object still verily is 
' a window through which we may look into Infinitude itself? * 
He that can discern the loveliness of things, we call him Poet, 
Painter, JVian of Genius, gifted, loveable. These poor Sabeans 
did even what he doe^, — in theu: own fashion. That they did it, 
in what fiEishion soever, was a merit ^ better than what the entirely 
stupid man did, what the horse and camel did, namely nothing ! 

But now if all things whatsoever that we look upon are em- 
blems to us of the Highcfst Qmi^ I add that more so than any of 
them is man sueh an emblem. You have heard of St. Ghrysos- 
tom's celebrated saying, in reference to the Shekinah, or Ark of 
Testimony, visible Revelation of God, among the Hebrews : ^ The 
true Shekinah is man I" Yes, it is even so : this is no vain 
phrase ; it is veritably so. The essence of our being, the mystery 
in us that calls itself " I," — ^ah, what words have we for such 
things ? — is a breath of Heaven ; the Highest being reveals him- 
self in man. This body, these faculties, this life of ours, is it not 
all as a vesture for that Unnamed ? VThere is but one temple in 

* the Universe,' says the devout Novalis, ^ and that is^the Body of 
< Man. Nothing is holier than that high form. Bending before 
^ men is a reverence done to this -Revelation in the Flesh. We 

* touch Heaven when we lay our hand on a human body !' This 
sounds much like a mere flourish of rhetorie ; but it is not so. If 
well meditated, it will turn, out to be a scientific fact ; the ex- 
pression, in such words as caa be had, of the actual truth of the 
thing. We are the miracle of miracles, — ^the great inscrutable 
mystery of God. We cannot understand it, we know not how to 
speak of it ; but we - may feel: and know, if we like, that it is 
verily so. 

Well ; these truths were once more readily felt than now. The 
young generations of the world, who had in them the freshness 
of young children, and yet the depth of earnest men, who did 
not thipk that they had finished off all things in Heaven and 
Earth by merely giving them scientific names, but-had to gaze dv 

2* 
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reel at them there, with awe and wonder : they felt better what 
of divinity is in man and Nature ; — they, without being mad, 
could worship Nature, and man more than anything else in Na- 
ture. Worship, that is, as I said above, admire without limit : 
this, in the full use of their faculties, with all sincerity of heart, 
they could do. I consider Hero-worship to be the grand modify- 
ing element in that ancient system of thought. What I called 
the perplexed jungle of Paganism sprang, we may say, out i»f 
many roots : every admiration, adoration of a star or natural ob- 
ject, was a root or fibre of a root ; but Hero-worship is the deep- 
est root of all ; the tap-root, from which in a great degree all the 
rest were Nourished and grown. 

And now if worship ev^O-iof iiRflar had some meaning in it, 
how much more might that of a Hero ! Worship of a Hero is 
transcendent admiration of a Great Man. I i^ay great men are 
still admirable ; I say there is, at bottom, nothing else admirable ! 
No nobler feeling than this of admiration for one higher than 
himself dwells in the breast of man. It is to this hour, and at 
all hours, the vivifying influence in man's lifd. Beligion I find 
stand upon it; not Paganism only, but far higher and truer reli- 
gions, — all religion hitherto known. Hero-worship, heartfelt pros* 
trate admiration, submission, burning, boundless, for a noblest 
godlike Form of Man, — ^is not that the germ of Christianity it- 
self? The greatest of all Heroes is One — whom we do not name 
here ! Let sacred silence meditate that sacred matter ; you will 
find it the ultimate perfection of a principle extant throughout 
man's whole history on ^earth. 

Or coming into lower, less tmspeakable provinces, is not all 
] Loyalty akin to religious Faith also ? Faith is loyalty to somo 
I inspired Teacher, some spiritual Hero. "^ And what therefore is 
f^ loyalty proper, the life-breath of all society, but an effluence of 
Hero-worship, submissive admiration for the truly great? So- 
ciety is founded on Hero-worship. All dignities of rank, on vi^hich 
human association rests, are what we may call a ^^oarchy 
(Government of Heroes),— or a Hierarchy, for it is * sacred* 
enough withal ! The Duke means Z^mx, Leader; King is Kon- 
niiigj Kan-ning^ Man that knows or cans. Society everywhere in 
some representation, not iTtsupportably inaccurate, of a graduated 
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Worsliip of Heroes ;— reT^renoe aad obedience done to men really 
great and wise. Not tTtonppertablj inacourote, I sayl Thej are^ 
all as banknotes, these social dignitaries^ all representing gold ; — 
and several of them, alas, alwaya are forged notes. We can do 
with some' forged false notes ; with a good many even ; but not 
with all, or the most of them forged ) No : there have to oome 
reyoltttions then ; cries of Democracy, Liberty and Equality, and 
I know not what: — ^the notes being all false, and no gold to be 
had for ^Aem, people take to crying in their despair that there ia 
no gold, that there never was any ! — ' Gold,' Hero-worship, is nev- 
ertheless, a33 it was always axid everywhere, and cannot oease till' 
man himself ceaseis. 

I am well aware that in theses days Hero-worship, the thing I 
eall Hero-worship; professes to have gone out, and Anally ceased. 
This, for reasons which it will be worth while sometime to inquire 
into, is an age thai, as it were denies the existence of great men ; 
denies the desirableness of great men. Shew our critics a great 
man, a Luther for example, they begin to what they call < aceount' 
for him ; not to worship him, but take the dimensions of him, — 
and bring him out to be a little kind of nranl He was the 
* creature of the Time,' they say ; the Time called him forth, the 
Time did everything, he nothing — ^but what we the little critic 
could have done too f This seems to me but melancholy work. 
The Time call forth ? Alas, we hare known Times cull loudly 
enough for their great man ; but 'not find him when they called ! 
He was not there ; Providence had not sent him ; the Time, call- 
ing its loudest, had to go down to coilfusion and wreck because 
he would no€ come when called. For if we will think of it, no 
Time need have gone to ruin, could it have found a man great 
enough, a man wise and good enough : wisdom to discern truly 
what the Time wanted, valour to lead it on the right road thither ; 
these are the salvation of any Time. But I liken common lan- 
guid Times, with their unbelief, distress, perplexity, with theit 
languid doubting characters and embarrassed circumstances, im* 
potently crumbling down into ever worse distress towards final 
ruin ;— all this I liken to dry dead fuel, waiting for the lightning 
out of Heaven that shall kindle it. The great man, with bis free 
force direct out of God's own hand, is the lightning. His word 
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is the wis« healiiig word which all can belicye in. All blai^a 
round him now, when he has once struck oa it, into fire like hia 
own. The dry mouldering sticks arc thought to have called him 
forth. They did want .him greatly ; but as to calling him forth — ! 
— ^Thoge are critics of small vision, I think, who cry : " See, is it- 
not the sticks that made the fire?'' No sadder proof can be 
given by a man of his own littleness than disbelief in great men. 
There is no sadder symptom of a generation than, such general 
blindness to the spiritual lightnings with faith only in the heap 
of barren dead fuel.. It is the last consummation of unbelief 
In all epochs of the world's history, we shall find the Great Man 
to have been the indispensable saviour of his epoch ;-:-the lighV 
ning, without which the fuel never would have burnt. The His- 
tory of the World, I said already, was the Biography of Great 
f Men. 

Such small critics do what they can to promote unbelief and 
universal spiritual paralysis : but happily they cannot always 
completely succeed- In aU times it is possible for a man to arise 
great enough to feel that they and their doctrines are chimeras 
and cobwebs. And what is notable, in no time whatever can they- 
entirely eradicate out of living men's hearts a certain altogether 
peculiar reverence for Great Men ; genuine admiration, loyalty, 
'adoration, however dim and perverted it may be. Hero-worship )) 
endures forever while man endures. BoswcU venerates his John- 
son, right truly even in the Eighteenth century. The unbeliev- 
ing French believe in their VoUaire ; and burst out round hina 
into very curious Hero-worship, in that last act of his life, when 
they ' stifle him under roses.' It has always seemed to me ex- 
tremely curious this of Voltaire. Truly, if Christianity be the 
highest instance of Hero-worship, then we may find here in Vol-: 
tairiam one of the lowest ! He whose life was that of a kind of 
Antichrist, does again on this side exhibit a curious contrast. No 
people ever were so little prone to admire at all as those Freireh 
of Voltaire. JPersiflage was tha eharacter of their whole, mind ; 
adoration had nowhere a place in it. Yet see ! The old man of 
Ferncy comes up to Paris ; an old, tottering, infirm man of eighty- 
four years. They feel that he too is a kind of Hero ; that he has 
spent-his life in opposing error aaid injustice, delivering CalaseS| 
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unmasking hypocrites in high places ;— in phort that Ae. too, 
though in a strange way, has fought like a valiant man. They 
feel withal that, if persiflage be the great thine, there never was 
such a fc<c^ifiewr. He is the realized ideal of e%ry one of them ; 
the -thing they are all wanting to be ; of all Fr|nehmen the most 
French. He is properly their god, — ^sueh ^d as they are fit for. 
Accordingly all persons, - firom thc^ Queen Antoinette to the 
Dbuanier at the Porte St. Denis, do they not worship him ? Peo- 
ple of quality disguise themselves as tavern-waiters. The Maitro 
de Poste, with a bJroad oath, orders his Postillion : '^ Ya hon train ; 
thou art driving M. de Voltaire." At Paris his carriage is / the 
^ nucleus of a comet, whose train -fills whole streets.' The ladies 
pluck a hair or two from his fur, to -keep it as a sacred relic. 
There was nothing highest, beautifullest, noblest in all France, 
that did not feel this man to be^ logher, beautifuller, pobler. 

Yes, from Norse Odin to English Samuel Johnson, from 
the divine Founder of Christianity to the withered Pontiflf of 
Encyclopedism, in a.11 times and places, the Hero has been wor^ 
shipped. It will ever be so. We all love great men ; love, vene- 
rate and bow dowu submissive before great men : nay, can we 
honestly bow down to anything else? Ah, does not every true \ 
man feel that he is himself made higher by doing reverence to 
what is* really above him ? No nobler or more blessed feeling 
dwells in man's heart. And tp me it is v.ery cheering to consider 
that no sceptical logic, or general triviality, insincerity and aridity 
of any Time and its iniftuences can destroy this noble inborn loy- 
alty and worship that is in man. In times of unbelief, which. soon 
have to become thnes of revolution, muqh; down-rushing, sorrow- 
ful decay and ruin is visible to everybody. For myself in these 
days, I seem to see in this indestructibility of Hero-worship the 
everlasting adamant lower than which the "confused wreck of revo^ 
lutionary things cannot fall.^ The confused wreck ef things 
crumbling and even crashing and tumbling all round us in these 
revolutionary ages, will get down so far ; no farther^ It is an 
eternal comer-stone, from which they can begin to build them- 
selves up again. That man, in Some sense or other, worships 
Heroes ; thai we all of us reverence and must ever reverence G roat 
Men: this is, to me, the living rock amid all rushings down what- 
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soever; — ^the one fixed point in modem revolutionary history. 
otherwise as ^ hottomless and shoreless. 




So much of tr^lji, only under an anoient obsolete vesture, but 
the spirit of it stitl true, do I find in tho Paganism of old nations. 
Nature is still divine, the revelation of the workings of God ; the 
Hero is still worshipable: this, under poor cramped incipient 
forms, is what all Pagan religions have struggled, as they could, 
to set forth. I think Scaudinavian Paganism, to us here, is mere 
interesting than any other. It is, for one thing, the latest; it 
continued in these regions of Europe till the eleventh century : 
eight hundred years ago the Norwegians were still worshippers 
of Odin. It is interesting also as the creed of our fathers ; the 
men whose blood still runs in our veins, whom doubtless we still 
resemble in so many ways. Strange : they did believe that, while 
we believe so differently. Let us look a little at this poor Norse 
creed, for many reasons. We have tolerable means to do it ; for 
there is another point of interest in these Scandinavian mytholo- 
gies : that they have been preserved so well. 

In that strange island Iceland, — burst up, the geologists say, 
by fire from the bottom of the sea ; a wild land of barrenness and 
lava ; swallowed many months of every year in black tempests, 
yet with a wild gleaming beauty in summer-time ; towering up 
there, stern and grim, in the North Ocean ; with its snow-jokuls, 
roaring geysers, sulphur-pools and horrid volcanic chasms, like 
the waste chaotic battle-field of Frost and Fire ; — where of all 
places we least looked for Literature or written memorials, the 
record of these things was written down. On the seabor'd of this 
wild land is a rim of grassy country, where cattle can subsist, and 
men by means of them and what the sea yields ; and it seems 
they were poetic men these,^ men who had deep thoughts in them, 
and uttered musically their thoughts. Much would be lost had 
Iceland not been burst up from the sea, not been discovered by 
the Northmen ! The old Norse Poets were many of them natites 
of Iceland. 

Saemund, one of the early Ohristian Priests there, who perhaps 
had a lingering fondness for Paganism, collected certain of their 
old Pagan songs, just about becoming obsolete then, — Poems 
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or Cliaimts of a mytliio, prophetic, mestlj ^U of a religiooa 
character: this is what Norse critics call the Elder or Poetie 
Edda. Edda, a word of uncertain etymology, is thought to sig- 
nify Ancestress. Snorro Sturleson, an Iceland gentleman,'' an 
extremely notahle personage, educated hy this Ss^mund's grand* 
eon, took in hand next, near a century afterwards, to put together, 
among several other books he wrote, a kind of Prose Synopsis of 
the whole Mythology ; elucidated by new fragments of tradition- 
ary verse. A work constructed really with great ingenuity, native 
talent. What *one might call unconscious art ; altogether a perspi- 
cuous clear work, pleasant reading still ; this is the Younger or 
Prose Edda. By these iind the numerous other Sagas^jXLOStXj 
Icelandic, with the commentaries, Icelalidic or not, which go on 
zealously in the North to thir day, it is possible to gain some 
direct insight even yet ; and see that old Norse system of Belief, 
as it were, face to face. Let us forget that it is erroneous Eeli- 
gion ; let us look at it as old Thought, and try if we cannot sym- 
pathise with it somewhat. 

The primary characteristic 'of this old Northland Mythology I 
find to be the Impersonation of the visible workings of Nature. 
Earnest simple recognition of the workings of Physical Nature, 
as a thihg wholly miraculous, stupendous and divine. What we 
now lecture of as Science, they wondered' at, and fell down in awe 
before as Religion. The datk hostile Powers of Nature they 
figure to themselves as ^ Jottms^ Giants, huge shaggy beings of a 
demoniac character. Forest, Fire, Sea-tempest ; these are Jotuns. 
The friendly Powers again, as Summer-heat, the. Sun, are Gods. 
The empire of this Universe is divided between these two ; they 
dwell apart, in perennial internecine feud. The Gods dwell above 
in Asgard, the Garden of the Asen or Divinities ; Jotunheim, a 
distant dark chaotic land, is the Home of the Jotuns. 

Curious all this ; and not idle or inane, if we will look at the 
fbundation of it! The power of Flre^ or Flame^ for instance, 
which we designate by some trivial chemical name, thereby hiding 
from ourselves the essential character of wonder that dwells in it 
as in all things, is with these old Northmen, Loke, a most swift 
subtle Demon^ of the brood of the Jotuns. The savi^es of the 
Ladrones Islands too (say some Spanish voyagers) thought Fire, 
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which thej nearer had seen belbre, was a devil or God, that bit you 
sharply when you touohed ityiiiul that lived upon dry wood. From 
us too, no Chemistry, if it had not Stupidity to help it, would hide 
that Flame is a wonder. What 4^ Flame ? — Frost the old North 
^Seer discerns to be a monstrous Hoary Jotun, the Giant Th^ym^ 
Hrym ; or Kifnt^ the old word now nearly obsolete here, but still 
used in Scotland to signify hoar-frost Kime was not then as now 
a dead chemical thing, but a living Jotun or Devil ; the monstrous 
JdtuH TLimt drove home his Horses at night, sat ^ combing their 
' manes,'. — ^which Horses were Hail' Clauds, or Frost-winds, His 
Cows — No, not his, but a kinsman's, the Giant Hymir's Cows are 
Ic^ftrgs : this Hymir ' looks at the rooks' with his devil-eye, and 
they split in the glance of it 

Thunder was not then mere Electricity, vitreous or resonous ; 
it was the God Donner (Thunder) or ,Thor, — God also of benefi* 
cent Summer-heat The thunder was his wrath ; the ^thering 
of the black clouds is the drawing down of Thor's angry vbrow»; 
the fire-bolt bursting out of Heaven is the all-rending Hammer 
flung from the hand of Thor : he urges his loud chariot over the 
mountain-tops, — that is the peal : wrathful he ^ blows in his red 
' beard ; ' that is the rusUing stormblast before the thunder begin. 
Balder again, the White God, the beautiful, the Just and benig* 
nant (whom the early Christian Missionaries found to resemble 
Christ), is the Sun, — ibcautifullest of visible things ; wondrous too, 
and divine still, after all our Astronomies and Almanacs 1 But 
perhaps the notablcst god we hear tell of is one of whom Grivun 
the German Etymologist finds trace : the God Wunsch, or Wish. 
The God Wish ; who could give us all that we wished ! Is not 
this the ^inoerest and yet rudest voice of the spirit of man ? The 
rudest ideal that man ever formed ; which still shews itself in the 
latest forms of xiiur spiritual culture. Higher considerations Jiave 
to teach us that the God Wish is not the true God. 

Of the other Gods or Jotuns I will mention only .for etymolo- 
gy's sake, that Soa-tempest is the Jbtun Aegir, a very dangerous 
Jotun ; — and now to. this day, on our river Trent, as I learn, the 
Nottingham bargemen,, when the River is in a certain flooded 
state (a kind of backwater, or eddying swirl it has, very danger- 
ous to them), call it Eager ; they cry out, " JIave a care, there is 
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Eager conung!" Curiotis ; that word surviving, like tlie peak.of 
a submerged world ! The> oldest Nottingham bargemen had be- 
lieved in the God Aegir. Indeed our English blood too in good 
part is Danish, Norse*, or rather, at bottom, Danish and Norse 
and Saxon have no distinction, except a superficial one, — as of Hea- 
then and Christian, or the like. But all over our Island we are 
mingled largely with Danes proper,— ^from the incessant invasions 
there were : and this, of course, in a greater proportion along the 
east coast ; and greatest of all, as I find, in the North Country. 
From the Humber upwards, all over Scotland, the speech of the 
common people is still in a singular degree Icelandic ; its German- 
ism has still a peculiar Norse tinge. They too are ' Normans,' 
Northmen, — if that be any great beauty ! — 

'Of ^he chief god, Odin, we shall i^ak by and by. Mark at 
present so much ; what the essence of Scandinavian ism and indeed 
of all Paganism is : a recognition- of the forces of Nature as god^ 
like, stupendous, personal Agencies, — ^as Gods and Demons. Not 
inconceivable to us. It is the infant Thought of man opening 
itself, with awe and wonder, on this ever-stupendous Universe. 
To me there is in the NorSe System something very genuine, very 
great and manUke. A broad simplicity, rusticity, so very difFe- 
vent from the light gracefulness of the old Greek Paganism, dis- 
tinguishes this Soandinavian System. It is Thought ; the genuine 
Thought of deep, rude, earnest minds, fairly opened to the things 
about them; a fiiee-to-face and heartrto-heart inspection of the 
things, — ^the first characteristic of all good Thought in all times. 
Not graceful lightness, half-sport, as in the Greek Paganism ; a 
certain homely truthfolness and rustic strength, a great rude sin- 
cerity, discloses itself here. It is strange, after our beautiful 
Apollo statues and clear smiling mythuses, to come down upon 
the Norse Gods * brewing ale* to hold their feast with Aegir, the 
Sea<Jotun ; sending out Thor to get die cauldron for them in the 
Jdtun country ; Thor, after many adventures, clapiping the Pot on 
his head, like a huge hat, and walking off with it, — quite lost in 
it, the ears of the Pot reaching down to his heels ! A kind of 
vacant hugeness, large awkward gianthood, characterises that 
Norse System; enormous force, as yet altogether untutored, 
stalking helpless with large uncertain strides. Consider only 
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their primary my thus of the Creation. 'The Gods, having got the 
Giant Ymer slain, a Giant made by ^ warm winds,' and much con- 
fused work, out of the conflict of Frost and Fire, — determined on 
constructing a world with him. His blood made the Sea ; hia 
flesh was the Land, the Kocks his bones ; of his eyebrows they 
formed Asgard their God«'-dwelling ; his scuU^was the great blud 
vault of Immensity, and the brains of it became the Clouds. 
What a Hyper-Brobdignagian business! Untamed Thought,^ 
great, giantlike, enormous ; to be tamed in due time into the com- 
pact greatness, not giantlike, but godlike and stronger than giant- 
hood, of the Shakspeares, the Goethes f — Spiritually as weH as 
bodily these men are our progenitors. 

I like, too, that representation they have of the Tree IgdrasiL 
All Life is figured by them as a Tree. Igdrasil, the Ash tree of 
Existence, has its roots deep down in the kingdoms of Hela or 
Death ; its trunk reaches up heaven-high, spreads its boughs over 
the whole Universe : it is the Tree of Existence. At the foot of 
it, in the Death^kingdom, sit Three Namas^ Fates, — i^he Past, 
Present, Future ; watering its roots from the Sacred Well. Its 
'boughs,' with their buddings and disleafings,— events, things suf- 
fered, things dotie, <;atastrophes, — stretch through all lands and 
times. Is not every leaf of ife a biography, every fibre there an 
act or word ? Its boughs are Histories of Nations. The rustle 
of it is the noise of Human Existence, onwards from of old. It 
grows lihere, the breath of Human Passion rustling through it ; — 
or stormtost, the stormwind howling through it like the voice of 
all the gods. It is Igdrasil. the Tree of Existence. It is the 
past, the present, and the future ; what was done, what is doing, 
what will be done ; ' the infinite conjugation of the verb To do.' 
Considering how human things circulate, each inextricably in com- 
munion with all, — how the word I speak to you today is borrowed, 
not from Ulfila the Moesogoth only, but from alt men sinc^ the 
first man began to speak,^I find no similitude so true as this of 
a Tree. Beautiful ; altogether beautiful and great. The * Ma- 
chine of the Universe,' — alas, do but think of that in contrast I 

Well, it is strange enough this old Norse view of Nature ; dif- 
ferent enough from what we believe of Nature. Whence it Bpe- 
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cially oaine,one would not like to be compelled to say very minutely J 
One thing we may say : It came from the thoughts of Norse men ; 
— from the thought, above all, of thB first Norse man who had aA 
original power of thinking. The first Norse *man of genius,' as 
we should call him iy Innumerable men had passed by, across this \ 
Universe, with a dumb vague wonder, such as the very animals/ 
may feel ; or with a painful, fruitlesi^y inquiring wonder, such as 
men only feel ;-^till the great Thinker came, the oW^^?ia/ man,) 
the Seer ; whose shaped spoken Thought awakes the slumbering 
capability of all into Thought. It is ever the -way with the 
Thinker, the spiritual Hero. What he says, all men were not 
far from saying, werejonging to say. The Thoughts of all start 
up, as from painful enchanted sleep, round his Thought ; answer- 
ing to it, Yes, even so! Joyful to men as the dawning of day 
from night ; — is it not, indeed, the awakening for them from no- 
being into being, from death inte life 1 We still honour such a 
man ; call him Poet, Genius, and so l^rth : but to these wild meti 
he was a very magician, a worker of miraculous unexpected bless* 
ing for them ; a Prophet, a Gt)d I — Thought once awakened does 
Boi again slumber; ilnfolds itself into a System of Thought; 
grows, in man after man, generation after generation, — till its fuU 
stature is reached, and,5tM;Au System of Thought can grow no far- 
ther, but must give place to another. 

For the Norse people, the man now named Odin, and Chief 
Norse God, we fanqy, was such a man. A Teacher, and Captain 
of soul and of body ; a Hero, of worth immeasurable ; admiration 
for whom, transcending the known bounds, became adoration. 
Has he not the power of articulate Thinking ; and many other 
powers, as yet miraculous ?. So, with boundless gratitude, would 
the rude Norse heart feel. Has he not solved for them the sphinx- 
enigma of this Universe; given assurance to them^f their own 
destiny there. By him they know now what they have to do here, 
what to look for hereafter. Existence has become, articulate, me- 
lodious by him ; he first ,has made Life alive ! — ^We may call this 
Odin the origin of the Norse Mythology : Odin, or whatever name 
the first Norse Thinker bore while he was Among men. His view 
of the Universe once promulgated, a Hke view starts into being in 
all minds ; grows, keeps ever growing, while it continues credibly 
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tkeve. In all minds it lay written, but inyisibij, as in-* sympa- 
thetic ink; at his word it starts into visibility in alL Nay^ in 
every epoch of the world, the great event, parent of all others, is 
it not the arrival of a Thinker in the world ! — 

One other thing we most not forget ; it will explain, a little, 
the confusion of these Norse Eddas. They are not one coherent 
System of Thon^t ; bnt properly the svMmcUion of several sno* 
cessive systems. All this of the old Norse Belief which is flung 
out for us, in one level of distance in the Edda, like a picture 
painted on the same canvass, does not at all stanjl so in the real- 
ity. It stands rather at all manner of distances and depdis, of 
successive generations since the Belief first began. All Seandi- 
navian thinkers, since the first of them, contributed to thai 
Scandinavian System of Thought ; in ever new elaboration and 
addition, it is the combined work of them all. What histox^ it 
had, how it changed from shape to shape, by one thinker's contri' 
bution after another, till it got to the full final shape we see it 
under in the Edda, no man will now ever know : its Councils of 
Trebisond, Councils of Trent, Athanasiuses, Dantes, Luthers, are 
sunk without echo in the dark night! Only that it had snch a 
history we can all know. Wheresoever a thinker appeared, there 
in the thing he thought of was a contribution, accession, a change 
or revolution made. Alas, the grandest ' revolution ' of all, the 
one made by the man Odin himself is not thik too sunk for us 
like the rest ! Of Odin what history ? Strange rather to reflect 
that he had a history I That this Odin,, in his wild Norse vesture, 
with' his wild beard and eyes, his rude Norse speech and. ways, 
was a man like us; with our sorrows, joys, with our limbs, fea- 
tures ; — intrinsically all one ^s we ; and did such a work ! But 
the work, much of it, has perished ; the worker, all to the name. 
" Wednesday," men will say tomorrow ; Odin's day ! Of Odin 
there exists no history; no document of it; no guess about it 
worth repeating. 

Snorro indeed, in the quietest manner, almost in a brief busi- 
ness style, writes down, in his Heimskringla, how Odin was a 
heroic Prince, in the Black-Sea region, with Twelve Peers, and 
a great people straitened for room. How Ee led these Asen 
(Asiatics) of his out of Asia ; settled them in the North parts 



LBOT. I. THE HERO AS DIVINITY. 21 

— ■ ■ ■ — • I ■ ■ 

oi Europe, by warlike conquest ;^ inTented Lattery, Poetry anil 
so forth, and came by and by to be worshipped as Chief God by 
these Scandinavians, his Twelve Peers made into Twelve Sons of 
his own, Gods like himself: Snorro has no doubt of this. Saxo 
Grammaticus, a very curious Northman of that same century, 
is still more unhesitating ; scruples not to find out a historical 
fact in every individual mythus^ and writes it down as a terres- 
trial event in Denmark or elsewhere. Torfseus, learned and 
cautious, some centuries later, assigns by calculation^ a daU for 
it: Odin, he says, came into Europe about the Year ZO before 
Christ. Of all which, as grounded on mere uncertainties, found 
to be untenable now, I need say nothing. Ear, very far beyond 
the Year 70 ! Odin's date, adventures, whole terrestrial history, 
figure and environment, are sunk from ua forever into unknown 
thousands of years. 

Nay Grimm, the Gennan Antiquary, goes so far as to deny 
that any. man Odin ever existed. He proves it by etymology* 
The word Witptan, which is the original form oi Odin, a word 
spread^ as name of their chief Divinity, over all the Teutonic 
Nations everywhere ; thi0 word, which connects itself, according 
to Grimm, with the Latin voder e, with the English wade and 
such like, — means primarily Movement, Source of Movement, 
Power ; and is the fit name of the highest god, not of any man. 
The word signifies Divinity, he says, among the old Saxon, Ger- 
man and all Teutonic Nations ; the adjectives formed from it 
all signify divine, supreme, or something pertaining to the chief 
god. Like enough! We must bow to Grimm in matters etymo- 
logical. Let us consider it fixed that Wtbotan means Wading, 
force of Movtmeni. And now still, what hinders it from being 
the name of a Heroic Man and Mover, a^ well as of a god? As 
for the adjectives and words formed from it, did not the Span- 
iards in their universal admiration for Lope, get into the habit 
of saying *a Lope flower,' *a Lope ^a»w^,' if the flower or wo- 
man was of surpassing beauty? Had. this lasted, Lope would 
have grown, in Spain, to be an adjective signifying godlike also. 
Indeed Adam Smith, in his Essay on Language, surmises that 
all adjectives whatsoever were formed precisely in that way: 
some very green thing, chiefly notable for its greenness, got the 
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know what to caU it? .It is -the * inspiration of the Almighty* 
that givftth UB understanding. To know; to get into the tmth 
of anything, is ever a mystic act,— of which tiie best Logics^ can 
but babble on the surface. * Is not Belief the true god-announeing 
' Miracle V says Novalis. — That Mahomet's "whole soul, «et in 
flame with this grand Truth vouchsafed him, should feel as if it 
were important and the only important thing, was very natural. 
That Providence had unspeakably honoured him by revealing it, 
saving him from death and darkness ; that he therefore was 
bound to make kncrwn the same to all creatures : this is what was 
meant by ' Mahomet is the Prophet of God ;' this too is not with- 
Qut its true meaning. — 

The good Kadijah, we can fanoy, listened to him with wonder, 
with doubt : at length she answered ^ Tes, it was frt^ this that 
he said. One can &.ncy too the boundless gratitude of Mahomet ; 
and how of all the kindnesses she had done him, this of believing 
the oarnest 'struggling word he now Spoke was the greatest. < It 
* is certain,' says Novalis, ' my Conviction gains infinitely, the mo^ 
' ment another soul will believe in it.' It is a boundless favour. 
— He never forgot this good Kadijah. Long afterwards, Ayesha 
his-young favourite wife, a woman who indeed distinguished her- 
self .among the Moslem, by all manner -of qualities, through her 
whole long life ; this young brilliant Ayesha wasj one day, question- 
ing him : " Now am not I better than. Kadijah ? She was a widow ;^ 
old, and had lost her looks : you love me better .than you did 
Irer ?"— '^No, by Allah!"- answered Mahomet: "No, by Allah ! 
She believed in mje when none else would believe. In the whole 
world I had but one friend and she T^as that !"^— Seid, his Sfave, 
also believed in him; these with his young Cousin Ali, Abu 
Thaleb's son, were his first converts. 

He spoke of his Doctrine to this man And that ; but the most 
treated it with ridicule, with indifference : in three years, I think, 
he had gained but thirteen followers. His prjogress was slow 
enough. His encouragement to go on, was altogether the usual 
encouragement that such a man in such a case meets. After 
some three years of snjall suocesSj he invited forty of his chief 
kindred to an entertainment ; and there stood up and told them 
what his pretension was : that Ji^. had this thing to promulgate 
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How if a man was gr^at while living, lie becomes tenfold greater 
when dead. What an enormous ca7nerarobscwa*ma.gni&eT is Tra- 
dition ! How a thing grows in the human Memory, in the hu- 
man Imagination, when love, worship and all that lies in the 
human Heart, is there to encourage it. And in the darkness, in 
the entire ignorance ; without date or document, no book, no 
Arundel-marble ; only here and there some dumb monumental 
oaim. Why, in thirty or forty years, were there no books, any 
great man would grow mythic, the contemporaries, who had seen 
him, being once all dead. And in three hundred years, and in 
three thousand years — ! — To attempt theorising on such mat- 
tera would profit little : they are matters which refuse to be the- 
oremed and diagramed ; which Logic ought to know Uiat she am- 
not speak of. Enough for us to discern, far in the uttermost 
distance, some gleam as of a small real light shining in the cen- 
tre of that enormous camera-obscura image ; to discern that the 
centre of it all was not a madness and nothing, but a sanity and 
something. 

This light, kindled in the great dark vortex of the Norse 
Mind, dark but living, waiting only for light : this is to me the 
centre of the whole. How such li^t will then shine out, and 
with wondrous thousandfold expansion spread itself, in forms and 
colours, depends not on i^, so much as on the National Mind 
recipient of it. The colours and forms of your light will be 
those of the cut-glass it has to shine through. Curious to think 
}w)w, for every man, any the truest fact is modelled by the nature 
of the man ! I said. The earnest man, speaking to his brother 
men, must always have stated what {^emed to him a juct, a real 
Appearance of Nature. But the way in which such Appear- 
ance or fact shaped itself, — ^what sort of fad it became for him, — 
was and is modified by his own laws of thinking ; deep^ subtle, 
but universal, ever-operating laws. The world of Nature, for 
every man, is the Fantasy of Himself; this world is the multi- 
plex ' Image of his own Dream.* Who knows to what unname- 
able subtleties of spiritual law all these Pagan Fables owe their 
shape! The number Twelve, divisiblest of all, which could be 
halved, quartered, parted into three, into six, the most remark- 
able number, — this was enough to determine the Signs of the Zo- 
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diac, the number of Odin's Sans, and innumerable other Twelves. 
Any vague rumour of number had a tendency to settle itself into 
Twelve. So witli regard to every other, matter. And quite 
unconscbusly too, — with no notion of building up ' Allegories* I* 
But the fresh clear glance of those First Ages would be promrpt 
in discerning the secret relations of things, and wholly open to 
jpbey these. Schiller finds in the Ce$tus of Venus an everlasting 
aesthetic truth as to the nature of all Beauty ; curious : — ^but he 
is pareful not to insinuate that the old Grreek Mythists had any 
notion of lecturing about the ^Philosophy of Criticism I'l — -^ 
On the whole, we must leave those boundless rc^ons. Cannot 
we conceive^ that Odin was a reality? Error indeed, error 
enough : but sheer falsehood, idle fables, allegory aforethought, — 
we will not believe that our Fathers believed in these. 



Odin's Rtmes are a significant feature of him. Kunes, and 
the miraelea of 'magic' he worked by them, make a great feature 
in tradition. Kunes are the Scandinavian Alphabet; suppose 
Odin to 7 have been the inventor of Letters, aawell as 'magic/ 
among that people I It is the greatest invention man has ever 
made, this of marking down the unseen thought that is in hxok 
by written characters. ^ It is a kind of second speech, alinost as 
miraculous as the first. You remember the astonishment and 
incredulity of Atahualpa the Peruvian King ; how he made the 
Spanish Soldier who was guarding him scratch Dios on bia 
thumb-nail, that he might try the next soldier with it, to ascer- 
tain whether such a miracle was possible. If Odin broxight 
Letters among his people, he might work magic enough^ 

Writing by Bunes has some air of being original among the 
Norsemen: not a Phenician Alphabet, but a native Scandina- 
vian one. SnorrO tells us farther that Odin invented Poetry • 
the music of human speech, as well as that miraculous runic 
marking of it. Trai^port yourselves into the early childhood 
of nations; the first beautiful morning4ight of our Europe, 
when all yet lay in fresh young radiance as of a great sunrise, 
and our Europe was first beginning to think, to be I Wonder, 
hope ; infinite radiance ^f hope and wonder, as of a young child's 
thoughts, in the hearts of these strong men! Strong sons of 
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Nature ; and here was not only a wild Captain and Fighter; dis- 
cerning with his wild flashing eyes what to do, with. his wild lion- 
heart daring and doing it ; but a Poet too, all that we mean by 
a Poet, Prophet, great de-voiit Thinker and Inventor, — as the 
truly Great Man ever is. A Hero is a Hero at all points ; in 
the soul and thought of him first of all. This Odin, in his rude 
semi-articulate way, had a word to speak. A great heart laid 
open to take in thi& great Universe, and man's Life here, and 
utter a great word about it. A Hero, as I say, in hb own rude 
manner ; a wise, gifted, noble-hearted' man. And now, if we still 
admire such a man beyond all others, what must these wild Norse 
£Ouls, first awakened into thinking^ have made of him ! To 
them, as yet without names for it, he was noble and noblest : 
Hero,. Prophet, God; Wuotjn, the greatest of all. Thought 
is Thought, howsoever It speak or spell itself Intrinsically, I 
conjecture, this Odin must have been of the same sort of stulF 
as the greatest kind of men. A great thought in the wild deep 
heart of him ! - The rough words he articulated, are they not the 
xttdimental roots of those English words we still use? Ha 
worked so, in that obscure element. But' he was as a light 
kindled in it ; a light of Intellect, rude Nx>bleness of heart, the 
only kind of lights we have yet ; a Hero, as I say : and he had 
to shine there, and make his t)bscure elemeut a little lighter, — as 
is still the task of us all. 

We will fancy him to be the Type-Norseman ; the finest Teu- 
ton whom that race had yet producJed. The rude Norse heart 
burst up into boindlcss admii-ation round him; into adoration. 
He is as a root of so many great things ; the fruit of him is 
found growing, from deep thousands of years, over the whole 
field of Teutonic Life. Our own Wednesday, as I said, is it 
not still Odin's Day? Wednesbury, Wansborough, Wanstead, 
Wandsworth : Odin grew into England too, these are still leaves 
from that root ! He was the Chief God to all the Teutonic Peo- 
ples : their Pattern Norseman ; — in such way did they admire 
their Pattern Norseman; that was the fortune he had in the 
world. 

Thus if the man Odin himself have vanished utterly, there is 
this huge Shadow of him Avhich still projects itself over tlie 
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vrhole His^rj of Lis Peoplo. For this Odin once admitted to 
be God, we can understand well that the whole Scandiuavian 
Scheme of Nature, or dim No -scheme, whatever it might before 
have been, would now begin to develope itself altogether differ- 
oatlj, and grow theneeforth in a new manner. What this Odin 
saw into, and taught with his runes and his rhjmes, thi) whole 
Neutonic People iaid to heart and carried forward. His way of 
thought became their way of thought : — ^such^ under new condi- 
tions, is the history of every great thinker still. In gigantic 
confused lineaments, like some enormous camera-obscura shadow 
thrown upwards from the dead deeps of the Past, and eoyering 
the whole Northern Heaven, is not that Scandinavian Mythology 
in some sort the Portraiture of this man Odin? The gigantic 
image of his natural face, legible or not legible there, expanded 
and confused in that manner! Ah, Thought, I say, is always 
Thought. No great man lives in vain. The History of the 
world is but the Biography of great men. 

To me there is something very touching in this primeval 
figure of Heroism; in suoh artless, helpless, but hearty entire 
reception of a Hero by his fellow-men. Never so helpless in 
shape, it is the noblest of feelings, and a ^ling in some shape 
or other perennial as man himself. If I could shew in any 
measure, what I feel deeply for a long time now, Th?|t it is the 
vital element of manhood, the soul of man's history here in our 
world, — it would be the chief ui^e of this discoursing at present. 
We do not now call our great men Gods, nor admire withoiU lim- 
it ; ah no, vrith limit enough ! But if we have no great men, or 
do not admire at all,— that were a still worse ease. 

This poor Scandinavian Hero-worship, that whole Norse way 
of looking at the Universe, and adjusting oneself there, has an 
indestructible merit for us. A rude childlike way. of Tecognig- 
ing the divineness of Nature, the divineness of Jijan j'most rude, 
yet heartfelt, robust, giantlike; betokening what a giant gf a 
man this child would yet grow to ! It was a trtith^ and is uqh^. 
Is it not as the half-dumb stifled voice of the long-buried genes^ 
ations of our own Fathers, calliiig. out of the depths of ages to 
us, in whose veins their blood still runs: ''This then, this is 
what we made of the world : this is all the image and notion we 
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could form to ourselves of this great mystery of a Life and Uni- 
yerse. Despise it not. You are raised high above it, to large 
free scope of vision ; but you too are not yet at the top. No, 
jour notion too, so much enlarged, is but a partial, imperfect 
one ; that matter is a thing no man will ever, in time or out of 
time, comprehend ; after thousands of years of ever-new expan- 
sion, man will find himself but struggling to comprehend again 
a part of it: the thing is larger than man, not to be compre- 
hended l)y him; an Infinite thing!'' 

The essence of the Scandinavian, as indeed of all Pagan My- 
thologies, we foimd to be recognition of the divineness of Nature ; 
sincere communion of man with the mysterious invisible Powers 
visibly seen at work in the world round him. This, I should 
say, is more sincerely done in the Scandinavian than in any My- 
thology I know. Sincerity is the great characteristic of it. Su- 
perior sincerity (far superior) consoles us for the total want of 
old Grecian grace. Sincerit y, I think, is better than grace. I 
feel that these old Northmen were looking into Nature with open 
eye and soul: most earnest, honest; childlike, and yet manlike; 
with a greathearted simplicity and depth and freshness, in a 
true, loving, admiring, unfearing way. A right valiant, true old 
race of men. Such recognition of Nature one finds to be the 
chief element of Paganism : recognition of Man, aad his Mo- 
ral Duty, though this too is not wanting, comes to be the chief 
element only in purer forms of religion. Here, indeed, is a 
great distinction and epoch in Human Beliefs ; a great landmark 
in the religious development of Mankind. Man first puts him- 
self in relation with Nature and her Powers, wonders and wor- 
ships over those ; not till a later epoch does he discern that all 
Power is Moral, that the grand point is the distinction for him of 
Good and Evil, of Thou shcbU and Thou shall not 

With regard to all these fabulous delineations in the JSdda^ I 
will remark, moreover, as indeed was already hinted, that most 
probably they must have been of much newer date ; most pro- 
bably, even from the first, were comparatively idle for the old 
Norsemen, and as it were a kind of Poetic sport. Allegory and 
Poetic Delineation, as I said above, cannot be religious Faith ; the 
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> j Faith itself must first be there, then Allegory enough will gather 

V 5** round it, as the fit body round its soul. The Norse Faith, I can 

, T^ell suppose, like other Faiths, was most, active while it lay main- 

V ly in the silent state, and had not yet much to say about itself, 

S I still less to sing. 

Among those shadowy I^dda matters, amid all that fantastic 
5 epngeries of assertions, and traditions, in their musical Mytholo- 
-^ - gies, the main practical belief a man could have was probably not 
^ Ji much more than this : of the Valkyrs and the HaM of Odin ; of 
< an inflexible Dcstimj ; and that the one thing needful for a man 
3 was to be brave. The Valkyrs are Choosers of the Slain ; a Dcs- 
3 tiny inexorable, which it is useless trying to bend or soften, has 
appointed who is to be slain : this was a fundamental point for 
the Norse believer ; as indeed it is for all earnest men every- 
^ where, for a Mahomet, a Luther, for a Napoleon too. It lies at 
•^ the basis this for every such man ; it is the woof out of which 
his whole system of thought is woven. The Valkyrs; and th«n 
that those Choosers lead the brave to a heavenly HaU of Odvi; 
•^ only the base and slavish being thrust elsewhither, into the 
~ "^ realms of Hela the Death-goddess ; I take tliis to have been the 
-^ I soul of the whole Norse Belief ,They understood in their heart 
"^ ^*"that it was indispensable to be brave ; that Odin would have no 
^ f favour for them, but despise and thrust them out if they were not 
. :%'j" :* 'l)rave. Ggnsider too whether there is not something in this ! It 
"^ ^ is an everlasting duty, valid in our day as in that, the duty of 
being brave. Valour is still value. The first duty for a man is 
c ^ still that of subduing Fear. We must get rid of Fear ; we cannot 
act at all till then. A man's acts are slavish, not true but spe- 
cious ; his very thoughts are false-, he thinks too as a slave and 
coward, till he have got Fear under his feet. Odin's creed, if we 
^ 1 ' disentangle the real kernel of it, is true to this hour. A man 
shjiU and must be valiant; he must march forward, and _q^iuji 
himself like a man, trusting imperturbably in the appointment 
and choice of the upper Powers ; and, on the whole, not fear at all. 
Now and always, the completeness of his victory over Fear will 
determine how much of a man he is. 

It is doubtless very savage that kind of valour of the old 
Northmen. Snorro tells us they thought it a shame and misery 
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not to die in battle , and if natural death seemed to be coming 
on, tbey would cut wounds ia their flesh, that Odin might re- 
ceive them as warriors slain^ Old kings, about to dicj had their 
body laid into a ship, the ship sent forth, with sails* set and slow 
fire burping it^ that, once out at sea, it nught blaze up in 
flame, and in such manner bury worthily the old hero, at once 
in the sky and in the ocean 1 Wildbloody ralour ; yet valour of its I 
kind ; better, I say tha n none. In the old Sea-kings teo, what ^ 
an indomitable rugged energy! Silent, with closed lips, as I 
fancy them, unconscious that they were specially brave ; defying 
the wild ocean with its monsters, and all men and things; — 
progenitors of our own Blakea and Nelsons. No Homer sang 
these Norse Sea-kings-; but Agamemnon's was a small audacity 
and of small fruit in the world, to some of them ; to Hrolf s of 
Normandy, for instance! Hrolf, or Rollo Duke of Normandy, 
the wild Sea-king, lias a share in governing England at this hour. 

' Nor was it altogether nothing, even that wild sea-roving and 
battling, through so many generations. It needed to be ascer- 
tained which was the strongest kind of men ; who were to be ru- 
ler over whom. Among the Northland Sovereigns, too, I find 
some who got the title Wboi-cuttcr ; Forest-felling Kings. Much 
lies in that. I suppose at bottom many of them were forest- 
felle;rs as well as- fighters, though the Skalds talk mainly of the 
latter, misleading certain critics not a little ; for no nation of 
men could ever live by fighting alone ; there could not produce 
enough come out of that ! I suppose the rightugood. fighter was V 
oftenest also the right good fore3t-f9ner:rrthje_xight .good im- \ 

•oVerTdrscerher, doer and worker in every kind; for true Ya- \ 
lour7"3Ifferent enough from ferocity, is the basis of all. A more ; 
legitiinate kind of valour that ; shewing itself against the untamed 
Forests and dark brute Powers of Nature, to conquer Nature for 
us. In the same direction have not we their descendants since 
carried it far ? May such valour last forever with us ! 

That the man Odin, speaking with; a Hero's voice and heart, 
as with an impressiveness out of Heaven, told his People the in- 
finite importance of Valour, how man thereby became a god ; and 
that his People, feeling a response to it in their own hearts, be- 
lieved this message of his, and thought it a message out of Heaven, 
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and him a Divinity for telling it tbeni : this seems to me the pri- 
mary seed-grain of the Norse Religion, from which all manner of 
mythologies, symbolic practices, speculations, allegories, songs and 
sagas would naturally grow. Grow, — how strangely ! I called 
it a small light shining and shaping in the huge vortex of Norse 
darkness. Yet the darkness itself was alive; consider that. It 
was the eager inarticulate uninstructed Mind of the whole Norse 
People, longing only to become articulate, to go on articulating 
ever farther! The living doctrine grows, grows; — like a Banyan- 
tree ; the first seed is the essential thing : any branch strikes it- 
self down into the earth, becomes anew root ; and so in endless 
complexity, we have a whole wood, a whole jungle, one seed the 
parent of it all. Was not the whole Norse Religion, accordingly, 
in some sense, what we called ^^the enormous shadow of this 
man's likeness?' Critics trace some affinity in some Norse my- 
thuses, of the Creation and such like, with those of the Hindoos. 
The Cow Adumbla, kicking the rime from the rocks,' has a 
kind of Hindoo look. A Hindoo Cow, transported into frosty 
countries. Probably enough ; indeed we may say undoubtedly, 
these things will have a kindred with the remotest lands, with 
the earliest times. Thought does not die, but only is changed. 
The first man that began to think in this Planet of ours, he was 
the beginner of all. And then the second man, and the third 
man; — ^nay every true Thinker to this hour is a kind of Odiuj 
teaches men his way of thought, spreads a shadow ef his own 
likeness over sections of the History of the World. 

Of the distinctive poetic character or merit of this^ Norse My- 
thology I have not room to speak ; nor does it concern us much. 
Some wild Prophecies we have, as the Havamal in the JElder 
Edda ; of a rapt, earnest, sibylline sort. But they were compar- 
atively an idle adjunct of the matter, men who as it were but 
toyed with the matter, these later Skalds ; and it is their songs 
chiefly that survive. In later centuries, I suppose, they would 
go on singing, poetically symbolizing, as our modem Painters 
paint, when it was no longer from the innermost heart, or not 
from the heart at all. This is everywhere to be well kept in 
mind. 
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Gray's fragments of Norse Lore, at any rate, will give one no 
notion of it ; — any more than Pope will of Homer. It is no 
square-built gloomy palace of black ashlar marble, shrouded in 
awe and horror, as Gray gives it Us : no ; rough as the North 
rocks, as the Iceland deserts, it is ; with a heartiness, homeliness, 
even a tint of good humour and robust mirth in the middle of 
these fearful things. The strong old Norse heart did not go upon 
theatrical sublimities; they had not time to tremble. I like 
much their robust simplicity ; their veracity, directness of con- 
ception. Thor * draws down his brows ' in a veritable Norse rage ; 
'grasps his hammer till the kimckhsgrow whiteJ Beautiful traits 
of pity too, an honest pity. Balder *the white God' dies; the 
beautiful, benignant ; he is the Sungod. They try all Nature 
for a remedy ; but he is dead. Frigga, his mother, sends Her- 
moder to seek or see him : nine days and nine nights he rides, 
through gloomy deep valleys, a labyrinth of gloom ; arrives at 
the Bridge with its gold roof: the Keeper says, *' Yes, Balder did 
pass here; but the Kingdom of the Dead is down yonder, far 
towards the North." Hermoder rides on ; leaps Hell-gate, He- 
la's gate ; does see Balder, and speak with him : Balder cannot 
be delivered. Inexorable ! Hela will not, for Odin or any God, 
give him up. The beautiful and gentle has to remain there. 
His Wife had volunteered to go with him, to die with him. They 
shall forever remain there. He sends his ring to Odin ; Nanna 
his wife sends her thimble to Frigga, as a remembrance. — Ah 
ine! — 

For indeed Valour m the fountain of Pity too f — of Truth, and 
• all that is great and good in man. The robust homely vigour of 
the Norse heart attaches one much, in these delineations. Is it 
not a trait of right honest strength, says Uhland, who has written 
a fine Essay on Thor, that the old Norse heart finds its friend in 
the Thunder-god ? That it is not frightened away by his thuh- 
der ; but finds that Summer-heat, the beautiful noble summer, 
must and will have thunder withal ! The Norse heart loves this 
Thor and his hammer-bolt ; sports with him. Thor is Suinmer- 
lieat ; the god of Peaceable Industry as well as Thunder. He is 
the Peasant's friend ; his trae henchman and attendant is Thialfi, 
Manual Labour. Thor himself engages in all manner of rough 
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manual work, scorns no buiiness for Its plebcianism ; is ever and 
anon travelling to the country of the Jbtuns, harrying those 
chaotic iB'roBt-monsters, aubduiug them, at least straitening and 
daniaging them. There is a great broad Jiumour in some of 
these things. 

l^hor, as we saw above, goes to Jotun land, to seek Hymir's 
Cauldron, that the Gods may brew beer. Hymir the huge Giant 
outers, his grey beard all full of boar-frost ; splits pillars with the 
very glance of his eye ; Thor, after much rough tumult, snatches 
the Pot, claps it on his head ; the / handles of it reach down to 
* his heels.' The Norse Skald has a kind of loving sport with 
Thor. This is the Hymir whose cattle, the critics have discov- 
ered, are Icebergs. Huge untutored Brobdignag genius, — need- 
ing only to be tamed down ; into Shakspeares, Dantes, Goethes! 
It is all gone now, that old Norse work, — Thor the Thunder-god 
changed into Jack the Giant-killer : but the mind that made it is 
here yet. How. strangely things grow, and die, and do not die ! 
There are twigs of that great world-tree of Norse Belief still 
curiously traceable. This poor Jack of the Nursery, with his 
miraculous shoes of swiftness, coat of darkness, sword of sharp- 
ness, he is one. Childe JElin in the Scottish Ballads is a Norse 
my thus ; Etin was a Jotun. Nay, Shakspeare^s Hamlet is a twig 
\ y. *> too of this same worldrtrec ; there seems no doubt of that. Ham- 
i -^ let, Amldh^ I find, is really a mythic personage ; and his Tra- 
gedy, of the poisoned Father, poisoned asleep by drops in his ear, 
^ ^ and the rest, is a Norse my thus! Old Saxo, as his wont was, 
X C wadQ it a Danish history ; Shakspeare, out of Saxo, made it what 
V? £ ^^ see. That is a twig of the world-tree that \x2i& grown, I think ; 
— by nature or accident that one has grown I 

In fact, these old Norse songs have a truth in them, an inward 
perennial trutli and greatness, — as, indeed, all must have that 
can very long preserve itself by tradition alona It is a great- 
ness not of mere body and gigantic bulk, but a rude greatness of 
soul. There is a sublime uncomplaining melancholy traceable 
in these old hearts. A great free glance into the very deeps of 
thought. They seem to have seen, these brave old Northmen, 
what Meditation has taught all men in all ages, That this world 
is after all but a shew, — a phenomenon or appearance, no real 
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thing. All deep souls see into that,^-rthe Hindoo Mythologist, 
the German Philosopher, — ^the Shi^speare, the earnest Thinker 
wherever he may be : 

* We are such stuff as Dreams are made of ! '^ 

f One of Thor's expeditions, to Utgard (the Outer Garden, cen- 
tral seat of Jotun-land), is remarkable in this respeot. Thialfi. 
was with him, and Loke. After various adventures, they entered 
upon Giant-land ; wandered over plains, wild uncultivated places, 
among stones and trees. At nightfall they npticed a house ; and 
as the door, which indeed formed one whole side of the house, 
wa» open, they entered. It was a simple habitation ; one large 
hall, altogether empty. They staid there. Suddenly in the 
dead of the night loud noises alarmed them. Thor grasped his 
hammer ; stood in the dopr, prepared for fight His companions 
within ran hither and thither in their terror, seeking some out- 
let in that rude hall ; they found a little closet at last, and took 
refuge there. Neither had Thor any battle : for, lo, in the morn- 
ing it turned out that the noise had been only the snoring of a 
certain enormous but peaceable Giant, the Giant Skrymir, who 
lay peaceably sleeping near by ; and this that they took for a 
house was merely his Glove, thrown aside there; the door was 
the Glove-wrist; the little closet they had fled into was the 
Thumb ! Such a glove ;-— J remark too that it had not fingers 
as ours have, but only a thumb, and the rest undivided : a most 
ancient, rustic glove ! 

Skrymir now carried their portmanteau all day ; Thor, how- 
ever, had his own suspicions, did not like the ways of Skry- 
mir ; determined at night to put an end to him as he slept. Rais- 
ing his hammer, he struck down into the Giant's face a right 
thunderbolt blow, of force to rend rocks. The Giant merely 
awoke ; rubbed his cheek, and swd. Did a leaf fall 7 Again Thor 
struck, so soon as Skrymir again slept ; a better blow than be- 
fore ; but the Giant only murmured, Was that a grain of sand ? 
Thor's third stroke was with both his hands (the * knuckles white * 
I suppose), and seemed to dint deep into Skrymir's visage ; but 
he merely checked his snore, and remarked. There must be spar- 
rows roosting in .this tree, I think ; what is that they have dropt 7 
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— ^At tbe gate of Utgard, a place so high, that you had to ' strain 
' your neck bending back to see Uie top of it/ Skrymir went his 
tj ways. Th(Mr and his companions were admitted ; invited to take 

J share in the games going on. To Thor, for his part, they banded 

a Drinking-horn ; it was a common feat, they told him, to drink 
- this diy at one draught. Long and fiercely, three times over, 

Thor drank ; but made hardly any impression. He was a weak 
child, they told him : could he lift that Cat he saw there ? Small 
as the feat seemed, Thor with his whole godlike strength could 
not ; he bent up the creature*s back, could not raise its feet off 
the ground, could at the utmost raise one foot Why, you are no 
man; said the Utgard people ; there is an Old Woman that will 
wrestle you ! Thor, heartily ashamed, seized this haggard Old 
Woman ; but could not throw her. 

And now on their quitting Utgard, the chief Jdtun, escorting 

them politely a little way, said to Thor: "You are beaten then: — 

yet be not so much ashamed ; there was deception of appearance 

in it. That Horn yqu tried to drink was the Sea; you did make 

it ebb; but who could drink that, the bottomless! The Cat yon 

would have lifted, — ^why, that is the Midgardsnaka, the Great 

World-Serpent, which, tail in mouth, girds and keeps up the 

n whole created world ; had you torn that up, the worfd must have 

rushed to ruin. As for the Old Woman, she wa» THme, Old 

- ^ Age, Duration: with her what can wrestle 1 No man nor no 

"^ god with her ; gods or men, she prevails over all ! And then 

t ^^ those three strokes you struck, — ^look at these three vaUeys; your 

"^ three strokes made these !" Thor looked at his attendant Jotun: 

t it was Skrymir ; — it was, say Norse critics^ the old chaotic rocky 

;; Earth in person, and that glove-Aow5e was some Earth-cavern I 

':^, But Skrymir had vanished; Utgard with its skyhigh gates, 

i when Thor grasped his "hammer to smite them, had gone to air; 

^- only the Giant's voice was heard mocking: "Better come no 

y J more to Jotunheim!" — 

This is of the allegoric period, as we see, and half play, not of 
the prophetic and entirely devout : but as a mythus, is there not 
real antique Norse gold in it? More true metal, rough from 
the Mimer-stithy, than in many a famed Greek Mythus shaped 
far better 1 A great broad Brobdignag grin of true humour is 
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in this Skrjmit ; mirth restix:^ on earnestness and sadn^s, as 
the rainbow on black tempest : only a right valiant heart is capa- 
ble of that. It is the grim humonr of oar own Ben Jonson, 
rare old Ben ; runs in the blood of us, I fancy ; for one catches 
tones of it; under a still other shape, out of the American Back- 
woods. " 

•That is also a very striking conception that of the RagnaroU^ 
Consummation, or Twilight of the Gods. It is in the Havamal 
Song; Seemingly a very old, prophetic idea. The Gods itnd 
Jdtuns, the divine Powers and the diaotic btute ones, after long 
contest and partial victory by the former, meet at last in univer- 
sal world-embracing wrestle and duel; World>serpent against 
Thor, strength iigainst strength ; mutually extinctive ; and ruin, 
* twilight' sinking into darkness, swallows the created Universe. 
The old Universe with its Gods is sunk; but it is not final 
death' there is to be a new Heaven and a new Earth ; a higher 
supreme God, and Justice to reign among men. Curious: this 
law of mutation, which also is a law wri^en in man's inmt)st 
thought, had been deciphered by these old -earnest Thinkers in 
their rude style ; and how, though all dies, and even gods die, 
yet all death is but a Phoenix fire-death, and new-birth into the 
Gi'eater and the Better! It is the fundamental Law of Being 
for a creature made of Time, living in^his Place of Hope. All 
earnest men have seen into it ; may still see into it. ' 

And now, connected with this, let us glance at the laM mythus 
of the appearance of Thor ; and end there. I fancy it to be the 
latest in date of all these fables ; a, sorrowing protest against the 
advance of Christianity, — set forth reproachfully by some Con- 
servative Pagan. King Olaf ha» been harshly blamed for his 
over-zeal in introducing Christianity; surely I should have 
blamed him far more for an under-zeal in that! He paid deiir 
enough for it ; he died by the revolt ci his Pagan people, in bat- 
tle, in the year 1033, at Stickelstact, near that Drontheim, where 
the chief Cathedral of the North has now stood for many cen- 
turies, dedicated gratefully to his memory as SaviU OlaT The 
mythus about Thor is to this effect. King Olaf, the Christian 
Beform King, is sailing with fit escort along the shore of Nor- 
way, from haven to haven ; dispensing justice, or doing- other 
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tion and Salvation with him, of Time and Eternity :. he is in 
deadly earnest about- it I Dilettantism, hypothesis, speculation, 
a kind of amateur search for Truth, toying and coquetting with 
Truth : Uiis is the sorest sin. The root of all other imagkisbk 
sins. It consists in the heart and soul of the man never having 
been open to Truth :-— ^ living in a vain show.' Such a man not 
only utters and produces falsehoods, but is himself a iklsdiood. 
The rational moral principle, spark of the Divinity, is mmk deep 
in him, in quiet paralysis of life-death. The very fidsehoodsof Ma- 
homet are truer than the truths of such a man^ He is the in- 
sincere man : smooth-polished, respectable in some tisEkes and 
places ; inoffensive, says nothing harsh to anybody ; most cleanly 
— just as carbonic acid is^ which is death and poison. 

We will not praise Mahomet's moral precepts as always of the 
superfinest sort ; yet it can be said that there is always a ten- 
dency to good in them ; that they are the true dictates of a heart 
aindng towards what is just and true. The sublime forgiveness 
of Christianity, turning of the other cheek when the one has been 
smitten, is not here r you are to revenge youtself, but it is to be 
in measure, not over much, or beyond justice. On the other 
hand, Islam, like any great Faith, and insight into the essence 
of man, is a perfect equaliser of men : the soul of one believer 
outweighs all earthly kingships : all men according to IfAsLm too, 
are equaL Mahomet insists not on the propriety of giving alms, 
but on the necessity of it : he marks down by law how much you 
are to give, and it is at your peril if you neglect. The tenth pari 
of a man's annual income, whatever that may be, is the property 
of the poor, of those that are afflicted and need help. Good all 
this: the natural voice of humanity, of pity and equity dwelling 
in the heart of this wild Son of Nature speaks so. 

Mahomet's Paradise is sensual, his Hell sensual : true ; in the 
one and the other there is enough that shocks all spiritual feel- 
ing in us. But we are to recollect that the Arabs already had it 
so ; that Mahomet in whatever he changed of it, softened and di 
minished all this. The worst sensualities, too, are the woi^ of 
doctors, followers of his, not his work. In the Koran there is 
really very little said about the joys of Paradise ; they are inti- 
mated rather than insisted on. Nor is it foi^tten that the high- 
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est joys even there shall be spiritual ; the pore Presence of the 
Higher, this tAoM infinitely transcend all other joys. He says, 
< Your salutation shall be, Peace.' Salam, Have Peace ! — ^the 
thing that all rational souls bng f^, and seek, yainly here below, 
as the one blessing. < Ye shall sit on seats feeing one another : 
all grudges shall be taken away out of your hearts.' All grudges ! 
Yje shall love one another freely ; for eaeh of you, in the eyes Of 
Ms. brothers, there will be Hevren enoi]^! 
^ In reference to this of ike sensual Paradise and Mahomet's 

« 

sensuality, the sorest chapter ef all for us, there were many things 
to be said ^ -which it is not conyenient to enter upon here. Two 
remarks only I shall make, and therewith leave it to your can- 
dour. The first is furnished me by Goethe ; it is a casual hint 
of his which seems well worth taking note of In one of his De- 
lineations, in Meister*s Travels it is, the hero comes upon a Society 
of men with very strange ways, one of whysh was this : ""We re- 
quire," says the Master, " that each of our people shall restrict him- 
self in one direction," shfdl go right against his desire in one 'mat- 
ter, and make himself do the thing he does not wish, " should we 
allow him the greater latitude on all other sides." There seems C 

tome a great justness in this. Enjoying things which dre pleas- 
ant ; that is not the evil : it is th^ reducing of our moral self to ^,^ 
slavery by them that is. Let a man assert withal that he is king'N 
over his habitudes ; that he could and would shake them off, on / 1 
cause shewn: this is an excellent law. The Month Bamadhan 
for the Moslem, much in Mahomet's Beligion, much in his own 
Life, bears in that direction ; if not by forethought, or clear pur- 
pose of moral improvement on his part, then by a sudden heathy 
manful instinct, which is as good. 

But there is another thing to be said about the Mahometan 
Heaven and Hell. This namely^ that, however gross and mate- 
rial they may be, they are an emblem of an everlasting truth, not 
always so well remembered elsewhere. That gross sensual Para- 
dise of his ; that horrible flaming Hell ; the great enormous Day 
of Judgment he perpetually insists on: what is all this but a 
rude shadow, in the rude Bedouin imi^nation, of that grand spir- 
itual Fact, and Beginning of Facts, which it is ill for us too if 
we do not alM^6w and feel: the Infinite Nature of Duty 9 
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That man's aqtions here are of irifiniU moment to hiija, und sever 
die or end attdl \ that man with his little life, reaohes upwards high 
as Heayen^ downwards low as HeU, and in his thri»esoore ^ears 
of Time holds an Eternity fearfully Mid wonderfully hidden : all 
this had burnt itself, as in. fl^me-characters, into the wild Arab 
soul. As in flame and lightning, it stands written there ; aw&l, 
unspeakable, ever present to him. With bursting earnestness, 
with a fierce savage sincerity, half«rticulating^ not able to ar- 
ticulate, he strives to speak it, bodies it forth in that Heayen 
and that Hell. Bodied forth in. what way you will, it is the 
first of all truths. It is venerable under all embodiments. 
What is the chief end of man here below? Mahomet has an- 
swered, this question, in a way that might put some of u^ to 
shame! He does not, like a Bentham, a Paley, take Kight aud 
Wrong, and calculate the prpfit and loss, ultimate pleasure of the 
one and of the other ; and summing all up by addition and sub- 
traction into a net result, ask you, Whether on the whole the 
Eight does not preponderate considerably ? No ; it is not better 
to do the one than the other ; the one is to the other as life. is to 
death,— as Heaven is to Hell. The one must in nowis* be done, 
the other in nowise left undone. You shall not measure them; 
they are incommensurable : the one is death eternal to a man, the 
other is life eternal. Benthamee .Utility, virtue by Profit end 
Loss ; reducing this Gpd's-world to a dead brute Steam-engine, 
the infinite celestial Soul of Man to a kind of Hay-balance for 
weighing hay and thistles on, pleasures and pains on c — If you 
ask me which gives, Mahomet, or they, the. beggalier and falser 
view of Man and his Destinies in this Universe, I will answer, It 
is not Mahomet ! — 

On the whole, we will repeat that this Religion of Mahomet's 
is a kind of Christianity ] has a genuine element of what is spirit- 
ually highest looking through it, not to be hidden by all its im- 
perfections. The .Scandinavian God Wish^ the, god of all rude 
men, — this has been enlarged into a Heaven by Mahomet ; but a 
Heaven symbolical of sacred Duty, and to be earned by faith and 
welldoing, by valiant action, and a divine patience which is still 
more valiant. It is Scandinavian Paganism, and a truly celestial 
element superadded to that. Call it not false ; look not at the 
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falsehood of it^ look at the truth of it. For these twelve centuriefl, 
it has been the religion and li£B-giiidanee of the fifth part of the 
^hole kindred of Mankind. Above all .things, it has been a reli- 
gion heartily believed. These Arabs believe their religion, and 
try to live by it ! No Christians, since the early ages, or only 
perhaps the English Puritans in modern times, have ever stood 
by their Faith as the Mosleni: dp, by theirs, — believing it wholly,, 
fronting Time with it, and Eternity with it. This night the 
watchman on -the streets of Cairo when he criea " Who goes ?" 
will hear from the passenger, along with - his answer, " There is 
no -God but Ood." * All&h^ iMar, Islant, sounds through the souls, 
and whole 'dailjt existened, of these dusky million^. Z^Iqus mis- 
sionaries preach it abroad among Malays^ bhek Papuans,' brutal 
Idolaters )-^isplacing what is worse, nothing that is bettei' ot 
good.' • • ; 

To "the Arab Nation itirasas a birth from darkness into light ; 
Arabia first became alive by means of it. A poer shepherd people, 
roaming unnoticed in its deserts since the creation of the world : 
a Hero-Prophet was sent down to them With a word they could 
believe : see the unnoticed becomes^ world-notable, the small has 
grown world-great ; within one century afterwards, Arabia is at 
Grenada on 4;his hand, at Delhi on that; — ^glancing in valour 
and^plendour and the light of genius, Arabia shines through 
long ages over a great section of the world. Belief is-great, life- 
giving. The history of a Nation becomes fruitful', Soul-elevating, 
great, so ^opn .as it believes. These Arabs, the man Mahomet, 
and that one century ^ — is it notasif a spark had fbUen, one spark, 
on a woxld of what seemed black unnoticeable sand ; but lo, the 
sand provesL explosive powder,- blaaes heaven^high from Delhi to 
Grenada ! . I said the Great Man .was always as lightning out of 
Heaven; the rest of men waited for.hiui like fuel, and then they 
too would .fl^me. - 

• 6 

' ■ -♦ ^ - -' j-^ , ^ ■ 



^ e 



LECTURE III. 

[Taetdi^, 12th May, 1840.] 
THE HERO AS POET. DANtE } 8HAK9PEARE. 

The Herd as Divinity, the Heio as Prophet, are productioni 
of old ages ; not to be repeated in the new. - Thej presuppose a 
certain rudeness of conception, which the* progress of mere scien- 
Ufie knowledge puts an end to. Thero nee^s to be^ as it were, a 
world vacant, or almost vacant of scientific forms, if men in th^ 
loving wonder are to fancy their fellow man either a^god or one 
speaking with the voice of a god. Divinity and Pirophet are past 
We are now to see our Hero in the less ambitions, but also less 
questionalde oharacter of Poet ] a character which does not pass. 
The Poet is a heroic figure belonging to aU ages ; whom all ages 
possess, when once he is produced, whom the newest i^ as the 
oldest may produce; — and will produce, always when Nature 
pleases. Let Nature send a Hero<«oul ; in no age is it other than 
possible that he may be shaped into a Poet. 

Hero, Prophet, Poet, — ^many different names, in different times 
and places, do we give to Great Men ; according to varieties we 
note in them, according to the sphere iik which they have -disj^y- 
ed themselves 1 We might give many more names on this same 
principle. I will remark again, however, as a fact not unimpor- 
>tant to b.e understood, ^at the different sphere constitutes the 
%rand origin of such distinction; that the Hero can be Poet, 
Projphet, King, Priest or what you will, according to the kind of 
worl^ he finds himself bom into. I confess, I have no notion of 
a tf uly great man that could not be aU sorts of men. Th/e Poet 
who could merely sit on a chair, and con^ose stanzas, would 
never make a stanza worth much. He could not sing the Heroic 
warrior, unless he himself were at least a Heroic warrior too. I 
fimcy there is in him the Politician, the Thinker, Legislator, Phi- 
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losophet ; — m one or the oiLer degree, he could haye be^n, he ia 
all these. So too I canaot understand how a Mirabeau, with 
that great glowing heart, with the fire that was in it, with the 
Lursting tears tliat wei» in it, conld not have written verses, 
tragedies, poems, and touched aU hearts in that way, had his 
course of life 4ind education led him thitherward. The grand 
fundamental character is that of Great Man ; that the man be 
great. Napoleon has words in him which are like Austerlitz 
Batdes. Louis ' Fourteenth's Marshals are a kind of poetical 
men withal; the things Turenne says are- full of sagacity and 
geniality, like sayings of Samuel Johnson. The great Jieart, the 
elew deep 9eeing eye : there it lies ; no man whatever, in what 
province soever,, can prosper at all without these. Petrarch and 
Boccaoeio did diplomatic messages, it jseems, quite Well ; one can 
easily believe it ; they had done things a little harder than these ! 
Bcorns, a gifted song-writer, might have made a still better Mira- 
beao. Shakspeare, — one Icnows not what he could not have made, 
in the supreme degree. 

True, there are aptitudes of Nature too-. Nature -does not 
mak« all great men, more than all -other men, in the self-3ame 
mould. Varieties of aptitude doubtle^ ; but infinitely more of 
oircamstance ; and far oftenest it is the latter only that are look- 
ed tcF. But it is as with eommon men in the learning of trades. 
You take any man, ,as yet a vague capability of a man, who could 
bo any kind of craftsmidi ; and' make him into a smith, a earpen* 
ter, a masons he is then and thenceforth that and nothing else. 
And if, as Addison complains, you sometimes see' a street-porter 
staggering under his load on spindle-shanks, and near at hand a 
tailor with the frame of a Samson handling a. bit of cloth and 
small Whitechapel needle,- — it cannot be considered that aptitude 
of Nature aloire has been consulted here either ! — The Great Man 
also, to what $hall he be bound apprentice ? Given your Hero, 
is he to be<^ome Conqueror, King, Philosopher, Poet ? It is an 
inexplicably complex controversial-calculation between the world 
and him! He will read the world* and its laws;^ the world with 
its laws will be there to be read. What ^e world, on this mskiter 
shall permit and bid is, as we said, the most important fletct about 
the world.— • • 
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-Poet aad Pro|)het differ greatly in our loese modem notiOnsof 
them. In some old^languages, agurin, the titles are synonymous ; 
F<at^ jueaos both Prophet &nd Poet: and indeed at all tunes, 
Prophet and Poet, well understood, have m^ich kindred of mean- 
ing. Fundamentally indeed they are still tho'same ; in this most 
important respect especially, That they have penetrated both of 
them into the sacred mystery of the Universe y What Goethe Calls 
* the open secret.' ^' Which is the great secret^" asks one — 
** The ope?i secret," — open to all, seen by Almost none ! That di- 
vine mystery, which lies everywhere in all Beings, ' the Divine 
Idea of the World, that which lies, at -the bottom of Appearance,' 
as Ficht<^ styles it ; of which all Appearance^ from the starry sky 
to the grass of the field, but especially^he Appearance of Man 
and his work, is but the vesture^ the embodiment that renders it 
visible. This divine mystery is in all times and m aU places ; 
veritably is. In most times andr places it is greatly overlooked ; 
and the Universe, definable always in one or the other dialect, as 
the realised Thought of God, is considered a trivial, inert, com- 
monplace matter^ — as if, says the Satirist, it were a dead thing, 
which some upholsterer had put together^ It could do no good, 
at present, to speaik ranch about this ; but it *is a pity for eVei7 
one of us if we do not know it, live ever in the knowledge of it. 
Really a most mournful pity : — 9, failure to live at all, if we live 
otherwisi^! ' 

jButi now, I say, whoever may forget this divine mystery, the 

Fates, whether Prophet or Poet, has penetrated into it ; is a man 
sent Jiither to make it more impressively known to us.- That 
always is his. message ; he is to reveal that to us,^— that sacred 
mystery which Jie* morje than others lives --ever present with. 
WhilQ others forgidtit, he knows it; — I might say^. he has been 
driven to know it; without consent asked of Am, he finds him- 
self living in it, bound to live in it. Once more, here is no Ilear- 
say, but a direct Insighjb and Belief; this man too could not help 
being a sincere man ! Whosoever may live in the shews of things, 
it is for him a necessity of nature to live in the very fact of things. 
A man, once more, in earnest with the Universe, though all others 
were but toying with it He is a VcUes^ firsfr of all, in virtue of 
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being sincere. So far Poet and Prophet, participators in the 
* open secret/ are one. 

With respect to their distinction again : The Vales Prophet, 
we might say, has seized that sacred mystery rather on the moral 
side, as Good and Evil, Duty and Prohibition ; the Vates Poet 
on what the Germans call the aesthetic side, as Beautiful, and the 
lik^. The one we may call a revealer of what we are to do, the 
other of what we are to lo^v^e. But indeed these two provinces 
run into one another, and cannot be disjoined. The Prophet too 
has his eye oh what we are to love : how else shall he know what' 
it is we are to do ? The highest Voice ever heard on this Earth 
said withal, '< Consider the lilies of the field'; they toil not, neither 
do they spin : yet Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like 
one of these." A glai^ce, that, into the deepest deep of Beauty. 
*The lilies of the field,* — dressed finer than earthly princes, 
springing up there in the humble furrow-field ; a beautiful eye 
looking out on you, from the great inner Sea of Beauty! 'How 
eould the rude Earth make these, if her Essence, rugged as she 
looks and is, were not inwardly Beauty? — In this point *of view, 
too, a saying of Goethe's, which has staggered several, may have 
meaning: 'The Beautiful,' he intimates, 4s higher than the 
Gkx>d ; the Beautiful includes in it the Good.' The true Beau- 
tiful; which however, I have said somewhere, 'differs from the 
false^ as Heaven does from Yauxh&U!' So much for the dis- 
tinction and identity of Poet and Prophet. 

In ancient and also in modern periods, we find a few Poets who 
are accounted perfect ; wh0m it were a kind of treason to find fault 
with. This is noteworthy ; this is right : yet in strictness it is 
only an illusion. At bottom, clearly enough, there is no perfect 
Poet i A vein of Poetry exists in the hearts of all men ; no man 
is made altogether of Poetry. We are all poets when we read a 
poem well. The ' unagination that shudders at the Hell of Dante,' 
is not that the same faculty, weaker in degree, as Dante's own ? 
No one but Shakspeare can embody, out of Saxo CrramnuUicuSf 
the story of Hamlet as Shakspeare did : but every one models 
some kind of story out of it ; every one embodies it better or 
worse. We need not spend time in defining. Where there is no 
specific differenee, as between round and square, all definition 
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muBt be more or less arbitrary. A man that has so much more 
of the poetic element developed in him as to have become notice- 
able, will be called Poet by his neighbours. World-Poets too, 
those whom we are to take for perfect Poets, are settled by cri- 
tics in the same way. One who rises so far above the general 
level of Poets will, to such and such critics, seem a Universal 
Poet ', as he ought to do. And yet it is, and must be, an arbi* 
trary distinction. All Poets, all men, have some touches of the 
Universal ; no man is wholly made of that. Most Poets are very 
soon forgotten ; but not the noblest Shakspeare or Homer of them 
can be Temetnhered forever ; — a day t;omes when he too is not ! 

Nevertheless, you will say, there must be a difference between 
true Poetry and true Speech not poetical : what is the difference ? 
On this point many things have been written, especially by late 
German Critics, some of which are not very intelligible at first. 
They say, for example, that the Poet has an infinitvde in him ; 
oemmunicates an Un^ndlichkeit^ a. certain character of ' infinitude' 
to whatsoever he delineates. This, thoi^h not very precise, yet 
on so vague a matter is worth remembering : if well meditated, 
some meaning will gradually be found in it. For my own part, 
I find considerable meaning in the old vulgar distinction of 
Poetry being metrkcU^ having music in it, being a Song. Truly, 
if pressed to give a definition, one might say this as soon as any- 
thing else : If your delineation be authentically mrmcal^ musical 
not in word only, but in heart and substance, in all the thoughts 
and utterances of it, in the whole co^ception of it, then it will be 
poetical ; if not, not. — Musical: how niuch lies in that! A mur 
sical thought is one spoken by a mind that has penetrated into 
the inmost heart of the thing ; detected the inmost mystery of itj 
namely the melody that lies hidden in it ; the inward harmony of 
coherence which is its soul, whereby it exists, and has a right to 
be, here in this world. All inmost things, we may say, are melo- 
dious; naturally utter themselves in Song. The meaning of 
Song goes deep. Who is there that, in logical words, can ex- 
press the effect music has on us? A kind of inarticulate unfa- 
thomable speech, which leads us to the edge of the Infinite, and 
lets us for moments gaze into that. 

^ay all speech, even the commpnest speech, h^ something of 
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song in it : not a parish in the world But has its parish-accent ;— ^ 
the rhythm or tun^ to which the people there sing what they have 
to say ! Accent is a kind of chaimting ; all men have accent of 
their oWn,-^— thouglTthey only notice that of others. Observe too 
how all passionate language does of itself become musical. — with 
a finer music than the mere accent ; the speech of a man even in 
zealous anger becomes a chaunt, a song. -AH deep things are 
Song. It seems somehow the- very central essence of us, Song ; 
as if all the rest were but wrappages and hulls ! The primal ele- 
ment of us ;~ of us, and of all things. The Greeks fabled of 
Sphere-Harmonies : it was the feeling they had of the inner struc- 
ture of Nature ; that the soul of all her voices and utterances was 
perfect music. Poetry, therefore, we will call musical Thought, j 
The Poet is he who thinks in that manner. At bottom, it turns 
still on power of intellect ; -it is a man's sincerity and depth of 
vision that makes him a Poet. See deep enough, and you see 
musically ; the heart of Nature being everywhere music, if you 
can only reach it. 

The Votes Poet, with his melodious Apocalypse of Nature, 
se6ms to hold a poor rank among us, in comparison with the 
Votes Prophet ; his function, and our esteem of him for his func- 
tion, alike slight. The Hero taken as Divinity ; the Hero taken 
as Prophet ; then next the Hero taken only as Poet : does it not 
look as if our estimate of the Grreat Man, epoch after epoch, 
were continually diminishing ? We take him first for a god, then 
for one god-inspired ; and now in the next stage of it, his most 
miraculous word gains from us only the recognition that He is a 
Poet, beautiful verse-maker, man of genius, or such like ! — It looks 
so ; but I persuade myself that intrinsically it is not so. If we 
consider well, it will perhaps appear that in man still there is the 
same altogether peculiar admiration for the Heroic <Jift, by what 
name soever called, that there at any time was. I should say, if 
we do not now reckon a Great Man literally divine, it is that our 
notions of God, of the supreme unattainable Fountain of Splen- 
dour, Wisdom and Heroism, are ever rising higher; not altogether 
that our reverence for these qualities, as manifested in our like, 
is getting lower. This is worth taking thought of. Sceptical 
Dilettantism, the curs6 of these ages, a curse which will not last 
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forever, does indeed in this fbe highest province of human things, 
as in all provinces, make sad work ; and our reverence fqr great 
men, all crippled, blinded, paralytic as it is, comes out in poor 
plight, hardly recognisable. Men worship the shews of great 
men ; ' the most disbelieve that tiiiere is any reality of great men 
to worship. The dreariest, fatalest faith ; believing which, one 
would literally despair of human things. Nevertheless look, for 
example, at Napoleon ! A Corsican lieutenant of artillery ; thai 
is the shew of him ; yet is he not obeyed, worshipped after his 
sort, as all the Tiaraed and Diademed of the world put together 
could not be ? High duchesses, and ostlers of inns, gather round 
the Scottish rustic, Burns ; — a strange feeling dwelling in each 
that they never heard a man like this ; that on the whole this is 
the man ! In the secret heart of these people it still dimly re- 
veals itself, though there is no accredited way of uttering it at 
present, that this rustic, with his black brows and flashing sun- 
eyes, and strange words moving laughter and tears, is of a dignity 
far beyond all others, incommensurable with all others. Do not 
we feel it so ? But now. were Dilettantism^ Scepticism, Triviality, 
and all that sorrowful brood, cast out of us, — ^as, by GUmI's bless- 
ing, they shair one day be ; were faith in the shews of things 
entirely swept out, replaced by clear fait^ in the things, so that a 
man acted on the impulse of that only, and counted the other non- 
extant, what a new livelier feeling towards this Burns were it ! 

Nay here in these ages, such as they are, have we not two mere 
Poets, if not deified, yet we may say beatified ? Shakspeare and 
Dante are Saints of, Poetry ; really, if we will think of it, canoji- 
izedj so that it is impiety to meddle with them. The unguided 
instinct of the world, Working across all these perverse impedi- 
ments, has arrived at such result. Dante and Shakspeare are a 
peculiar Two. They dwell apart, in a kind of royal solitude ; 
none equal, none second to them ; in the general feeling of the 
world, a certain transcendentalism, a glory as of complete perfec- 
tion, invests these two. They are canonized,^ though no Pope or 
Cardinals took hand in doing it ! Such, in spite of every pervert- 
ing influence, in the most unheroic times, is still our indestructi- 
ble reverence for heroism. — ^We will look a little at these Two, 
the Poet Dante and the Poet Shakspeare : what little it is permit- 
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ted US to say here of the Hero as Poet will most fiidy arrange 
itself in that fEiahion. ._ . ^ 

Many volumes 'have been written by way of commentary on 
Dante and his Book ; yet, on the whole, with no great result. 
His Biography is, as it. were, irrecoverably lost for us. An un- 
important, wandering, sorrowstricken man, not much note was 
taken of him while he lived ; and the .most of that has vanished, 
in the long space^that now intervenes. It is five centuries since 
he ceased writing and living here. After all commentaries, the 
Book itself is mainly what we know of him. The Book ; — and 
one might add that Portrait commonly attributed to Giotto, 
which, looking on it, you cannot help inclining to think genu- 
ine, whoever did it. To me it is a most touching face; per- 
haps of all faces that I know, the most so. Lonely there, paint- 
ted as on vacancy, with the simple laurel wound round it ; the 
deathless 3orrow and pain, the known victory which is also 
deathless ; — significant of the whole history of Dante ! I think it 
is the mournfalest face that eyer was painted from reality ; an 
altogether tragic, heart-afiecting fitce. There is in it, as founda- 
tion of it, the softness, tenderness, gentle affection as of a child ; 
but all this is as if congealed into sharp contradiction, into abne- 
gation, isolation, proud hopeless pain. A soft ethereal soul look- 
ing out so stern, implacable, grim-trenchant, as from imprison- 
ment of thick-ribbed ice! Withal it is a silent pain too, a silent 
scornful one : the lip is curled in ^ kind of godlike disdain of the 
thing that is eating out his heart, — as if it were withal a ntean 
insignificant thing, as if he whom it had power to torture and 
strangle were greater than it. The fitce of one wholly in protest, 
and life-long unsurrendering battle, against the world. Afiection 
all converted into indignation ; an implacable indignation ; slow, 
equable, silent, like that of a god ! The eye too, i1^ looks out as in 
a kind of surpriseyA kind of inquiry. Why the world was of such 
a sort 7 This is Dante: so he looks, this < voice of ten silent cen- 
turies,' and sings us ^ his mystic unf&thomable song.' 

The little that we know of Dante's Life corresponds well 
enough with this Portrait and this Book. He was bom at Flo- 
rence, in the upper class of society, in the yea? 1265. His edu- 
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cation w&s the bel^t'then going ; much school-divinity, Aristbte- 
lean logic, some Latin classics, — no inconsiderable insight into 
certain provinces of things : and Dante, with his earnest intelli- 
gent nature, we need not doubt, learned better than most all 
that was learnable. He has a clear cultivated understanding, 
and of great subtlety; this best fruit of education he had con- 
trived to ^realize from these scholastics. He knows accurately 
and well what lies close to him ; but ip such a time, without 
printed books or free intercourse^ he could not know well what 
was distant : the small clear light, most luminous for what is 
near, breaks itself into singular chiaroscuro striking on what is &r 
off. This was Dante's learning from the schools. In life, he had 
gone through the usual destinies ; been twice out campaigning as 
a soldier for the Florentine State^. been on embassy ; had in hiS 
thirty-fifth year, by natural gradation of talent and service, be- 
come one of the Chief Magistrates of Florence. He had met in 
boyhood-a certain Beatrice Portinari, a beautiful little girl of his 
own age and rank, and grown up thenceforth in partial sight of 
her, in some. distant intercourse with her. All readers know his 
graceful aflfecting account of this; and then of their being parted; 
of her being wed4ed to another, and of her death soon after. She 
makes a great figure in Dante'43 Poem; seoms to have made a 
great figure in his life. Of all beings it might seem as if she, 
held apart from him, far apart at last in the dim Eternity, were 
the only one he had ever with his whole strength of affection 
loved. She died : Dante himself was wedded ; but it seems not 
happily, far from happily. I fancy, the rigorous earnest man, 
with his keen excitabilities, was not altogether easy to make 
happy. 

We will not complain of Dante's miseries : had all gone right 
.with him as he wished "it, he might have been Prior, Podesta, or 
whatsoever they call it, of Florence, well accepted among neigh- 
bours, — and the world had wanted one of the most notable words 
ever spoken or ,sung; Florence would have had another prospe- 
rous Lord Mayor; j^nd the ten dumb centuries continued voice- 
less, and the ten other listening centuries (for there will be ten 
of them and more) had no Divina Commedia to hear! We will 
complain oi nothing. A nobler destiny was appointed for this 
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Dante; and he, struggling like a man led towards death and 
crucifixion, could not help fulfilling it. Give him the choice of 
his happiness ! He knew not, more than we do, what was really 
happy, what was really miserable. 

In Dante's Priorship, the Guelf-Ghibelline. Bianchi-Neri, or 
some other confused disturbances rose to such a' height, that 
Dante, whose party had "seemed the stronger, was with his frien(^ 
cast unexpectedly forth into banishment ; doomed thenceforth to 
a life of woe and wandenng. His " property was all confiscated 
and more-; he had the fiercest feeling that it was entirely unjust, 
nefarious in the sight c^ God and man. He tried what was in 
him to get reinstated; tried even by warlike surprisal, with arms 
in his hand : but it would not do ; bad only had become worse. 
There is a record, I believe, still extant in the Florence Ar- 
chives, dooming this Dante, wheresoever caught, to be burnt alive. 
Burnt alive ; so it stands, they say : a very curious civic document. 
Another curious document, some considerable number of years 
later, is a Letter of Dante's to the Florentine Magistrates, written 
in answer to a milder proposal of theirs, that he should return 
on condition of apologjizing and paying a fine. He answers, with 
fixed stern pride : "If I cannot return without calling myself 
guilty, I will never return, nunqtiam reveria/r." 

For Dante there was now no home in this world. He wan- 
dered from patron to patron, from place to place; proving, in 
his own bitter words, ' How hard is the path. Come e dure called 
The wretched are not cheerful company. Dante, poor and 
banished, with his proud earnest nature, with his moody hu* 
mours, was not a. man to conciliate meti. Petrarch reports of him 
ihat being at Can della Scala's court, and blamed one day for his 
gloom and taciturnity, he answered in no courtier-Hke way. 
Della Scala stood among his courtiers, with mimes and buffoons 
{nebuUmes dc kistrumes) making him heartily merry ; when turn- 
ing to Dante, he said : " Is it not strange, now, that this poor 
fool should make himself so entertaining; while you, a wise man, 
sit there day after day, and have nothing to amuse us with at 
all ?" Dante answered bitterly : " No, not strange ; your Highness 
is to recollect the Proverb, Like to lAke;^' — ^given the amuser, the 
amusee must also be given! Such a man, with his proud silent 
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1I1J8, with his sarcasniB and sorrows, was not made to siioceed at 
eourt. By degrees, it came to be erident to him that he had no 
longer any resting place, or hope of benefit, in this earth. The 
earthly world had east him forth, to wander ; no liying heart to 
love him now ; for his sore miseries there was no solace here. 

The deeper naturally would the Eternal World impress itself 
pn him ; that awful r^ility oyer which, after all, this Time-world, 
wim its Florences and banishments, only flutters as an unreal 
shadow.* Florence thou shalt never see: but Hell and Purga- 
tory and lleaven thou shalt surely see ! What is Florence, Can 
della ScaU, and the World and Life altogether? Ete&nitt: 
thither, of a truth, not elsewhither, art thou and all things bound I 
The great soul of Dante, homeless on earth, made its home more 
and more in that awful other world. Naturally his thoughts 
brooded on that, as on the one fact important for him, . JSodied 
or bodiless, it is the one fi^t important for all men : — ^but to 
Dante, in that age, it was bodied in fixed certainty of scientific 
shape ; he no more doubted of that Makbolge Pool, that it all 
lay there with its gloomy circles, with its alii gtuiij and that he 
himself should see it, than we doubt that we should see Constant 
tinople if we went thither. Dante's heart, long filled with this, 
brooding over it in speechless thought and awe, bursts forth at 
length into ^mystic unfathomable spng;' and this his Divine 
potnedjfj the most remarkable of -all modern Books, is the result 
It must have been a great solacement to Dante, and was, as we 
qan see, a proud thought for him at times. That he, here in exile, 
•ould do this work ; that no Florence, nor no man or men^ could 
hinder him from doing it^ or even much help him in doing it. 
He knew too, partly, that it was great ; the greatest a man could 
4o. < If thou follow thy star, Se tu segui ttta steUa^ — so could the 
Hero, in his forsakenness, in his extreme need, still say to him- 
•elf: << Follow thou thy star, thou shalt not fail of a glorious 
haven I" The labour of writing, we find, and indeed could know 
otherwise, was great and painful for him ; he says, This Book 
< which has made me lean for many years.' Ah yes, it was won, 
JliXL of it, with pain and sore toil, — ^not in sport, but in grim ear- 
liest. Bis Book, as indeed most good Books are, has been writ- 
tfOi in many senses, with his heart's blood. It is his whole his^ 
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torj this Book. He died afber finishing it ; not yet very old, at 
the age of fifty-six; — ^broken-hearted rather, as is said. He lies 
burled in his death^ity EaYenna : Hie ckmdar DarUes pairiis ex- 
torris ab orris. The Floi^ntines begged backW body, in a cen< 
tory after ; the Bavenna people would, not give it. ^ Here am I 
Dante laid, shut out from my native shores." 

I said, Dante's Poem was a Song: it is Tieck who calls it 'a 
mystic unfathomable Song ;' atid such is literally the character of 
it Coleridge remarks very pertinently somewhere, that wherever 
you find a sentence musioally worded, of true rhythm and melody 
in the words, there is something deep and good in the meaning 
too. J'or body and soul, word and idea, go strangely together 
h^re as everywhere. Song : we said before, it was the Heroic of 
Speech ! All old Poems, Homer's and the rest, are authentically 
Songs. I would say, in strictness, that all right Poems are ; that 
whatsoever is not sung is properly no Poem, but a piece of Prose 
cramped into jingling lines, — ^to the great injury of the gram- 
mar, to the great grief of the reader, for most part 1 What we 
want to- get at is the thought the man had, if he had any: why 
should he twist it into jingle, if he cotdd speak it out plainly ? It 
is only when the heart of him is rapt into true passion of melody, 
and the very tones of him, according to Coleridge's remark, be- 
come musical by the greatness, depth and music of his thoughts, 
that we (^n ^vr him right to rhyme and sing ; that we call him 
a Poet, and listen to him as the Heroic of Speakers, — ^whose 
speech is Song. Pretenders to this are many ; and to an earnest 
reader, I doubt, it is for most part a very melancholy, not to say 
an insupportable business, that of reading rhyme 1 Bhyme that 
had no inward neoessity to be rhymed ; — ^it ought to have told us 
plainly, without any jinglo, what it was aiming at. I would ad- 
vise all men who can speak their thought, not to sing it ; to un- 
derstand that, in a serious time, among serious men, there is no 
vocation in them for singing it. Precisely as we love the true 
song, and are charmed by it as by something divine, so shall we 
hate the false song, and account it a mere wooden noise, a thing 
hollow, superfluous, altogother an insincere and offensive thing., 

I give Dttnte my highest praise when I say <^f his Divine Com' 

5* 
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edy tliat it is, in all soBses, genuine^ a Song. In the yery sound 
of it there is a canto firnio ; it proceeds as hj a channt. The lan- 
guage, his almple terza rim^, doubtle^ helped him in' this. One 
reads along naturally with a sort of Wi. But I add, that it Qould 
not be -otherwise ; for the essence and material of the work are 
themselves rhythmie. - Its depth, and rapt passion and sincerity, 
makes' it musical ; — ^go deep enough, there "is music everywhere. 
A true inward symmetry, what one -calls an ahshitectural har- 
mony, reigns in it, proportionates it alh axchitectural;- -which 
also partakes of the character of music. The three kingcLomOi 
Inferno^ Purgatorio^ Paradiso^ look out on one atiother l&e com- 
partments of a great edifice ; a great supernaturkr world-cathe- 
dral, piled up there, stern, solemn, awful*, J>ante's .Wofld of 
Souls ! It is, at bottom, the sincerest of all Poems ; sincerity, 
here too, we find to be the measure^ of worth: It came deep out 
of the author's heart of hearts ; and it goes deep, and through 
long generations', into ours. The people of Verona, when they 
saw him on the streiets, used to say, " Eecovi V vcm ch^e stato alP 
Inferno, See,' there is the man that was in Helll" Ah, yes, he 
had been in Hell ;- — in Helt enough, in long sevete sorrow and 
struggle ; as the like of him is pretty sure to have been. Com- 
medias that come out divine, are not accomplished otherwise. 
Thought, true labour of any kind, highest virtue itself, is it not the 
daughter of Pain ? Born as out of the black whirlwind ; — true 
efbrt, in fact, as of a captive struggling to free himself : that is 
Thought. In all ways we are ^ to become perfect through sttffer- 
ing.^ — But, as I say, no work known to me is so elaborated as 
this of Dante's. It has all been as if molten, in the hottest fur- 
nace of his soul. It had made him ' lean' fOr many years. Not the 
general whole only ; every compartment of it is worked out, with 
intense earnestness, into truth, into clear visuality. Each answers 
to the other ; each fits in its place, like a marble stone accurately 
hewn and polished. It is the soul of Bante, and in hhis the soul 
of the middle ages, rendered forever rhythmically visible there. 
No light task ; a right intense one : but a task which is done. 

Perhaps one would say, intensity^ with the much that dependii 
on it, is the prevailing character of Dante's geniiut. Dante does 
not come before us as a large catholic mind ; rather as a narrbtr , 
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^nd even sectarian mintl : it is partly the fruit of his age and Jkv 
feition, but partly too of his own nature. His greatness, has, in 
III senses, concentered itself intQ fiery emphasis and depth. lOEe 
is world-great not because he is world-wide, but because }ie is 
Vorld-dBep: * Through all objectd he prertfes as it were down into 
;he heart of Being. I know nothingso intense as Pante. Con- 
sider, for example, to begin with :the outerdiost development of 
lis intensity, consider how he paints. He has a great power of 
vision; seizes the very type of a thing; presents that and 
nothing more. You remember that first view he gets of the 
Hall of Dite : red pinnacle, redhot cone of iron glowing thfou^ 
the dim immensity of gloom ; so- vivid, sa distinct, visible at once 
and forever ! It is as an emblem of the whole genius of Dante. 
There is a brevity, an abrupt precision in him : Tacitus is not 
briefer, more condensed ; and then in Dante it seems a natural 
condensation, spontaneous to the man. One smiting word ; and 
then, there is silence, nothing more* said. His silence is- more 
eloquent than words. It is strange with what a sharp decisive 
grace he snatches the true likeness of a matter ; cuts into the 
matter as with a pen of fire. PlutUQ, the blustering giant, col- 
lapses at YirgiPs rebuke ; it is <as the sails siiik, the mast being 
suddenly broken.' Or that poor Sordello, with the cotto aspetto, 
' face bcJcedj parched brown and lean ; and the ' fiery snow' that 
falls on them there, a ' fiery snow without wind,* slow, deliberate, 
never-ending! Or the lids of those Tombs; square sarcopha- 
guses, in that silent dim-burning Hall, each with its Soul in tor- 
ment ; the lids laid open there ; they are to be shut at the Day 
of Judgment, through Eternity. And how Farinata rises ; and 
how Cavalcante falls— at hearing of his Son, and the past tense 
^ftieP The very movements in Dante have something brief; 
swift, decisive, almost military. It is of the inmost essence of 
his genius this sort of painting. The fiery, swift Italian nature 
of the miuj so silent, passionate, with its quick abrupt move- 
ments, its silent 'pale rages,' speaks itself in these things. 

For though this of painting is one of the outermost develop- 
ments of a man, it comes like all else from the essential faculty 
of him ; it is physiognomical of the whole man. Find a man 
whose words paint you a likeness, you have found a man worth 
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lQiD0tluiig ; mark his manner of doing it, as very obaracteristii! 
of bim. In the first place, he could not have discerned the ob^ 
j^t at all, or seen the vital type of it, unless he had, what wr 
may call, sympathized with it, — had sympathy in him to bestovi' 
on objects. He must have been sincere about it too ; sincere anc 
sympathetic : a man without worth cannot give you the likeness 
of any object ; he dwells in vague outwardness, fallacy and trivial 
hearsay, about all objects. And indeed may we not say that in 
tellect altogether expresses itself in this power of disceming^:vii|t 
an object is ? Whatsoever of faculty a man's mind may have 
will come out here. Is it even of business, a matter to be done? 
The gifted man is he who sees the essential point, and leaves aU 
the rest aside as surplusage ; it is his faculty too, the man of 
t>usiness's &culty, that he discern the true likenessy not** the false 
superficial one, of the thing he has got to work in. And how 
much of moraUty is in the kind oi insight we get of anything^ 
< the eye seeipg in all things what it brought wiUi it the fisculty 
of seeing !' To the mea^ eye all things are trivial, as certainly 
as to the jaundiced they are yellow. Raphael, the Painters tell 
us, is the best of all Portr^t-painters withaL No most gifted 
eye can exhaust the significance of any object In the commonest 
human &ee there lies more than Raphael will take away with 
him. 

Dante's painting is not graphic only, brief, true, and of a vivid^ 
ness as of fire in dark night; taken on the wider scale, it is 
everyway noble, and the outcome of a great soul. Francesca and 
her Lover, what qualities in that 1 A thing woven as out of 
rainbows, on a ground of eternal black. A small flute-voice of 
infinite wail speaks there, into our very heart of hearts. A touch 
of womanhood in it too : delta bella persona^ che mi fu toUa ; and 
how, even in the Pit of wo^^t is a solace that he will never part 
from her ! Saddest tragedy in these aMi guaL And the racking 
winds, in that aer bruno, whirl them away again, to wail forever 1 
— Strange to think: Dante was the friend of this poor Fran- 
cesca's father ; Francesca herself may have sat upon the Poet's 
knee,*as a bright innocent little child. Infinite pity, yet also in- 
finite rigour of law : it is so Nature is made ; it is so Dante dis- 
eerned that she was- made. What a paltry notion is that of his 
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^^V^^ Comedfs being a poor splenetic impotent terrestrial libel; 



^^I'v^ng those into Hell whom he could not be avenged upon on 
^" *^th ! I suppose if ever pity, tender as a mother's, was in the 



^>c^^t of any man, it Was in Dante's. But a man who does not 
^c ^^w rigour cannot pity either. His very pity will be dOwardly, 
'^ ^oistic, — sentimentality, or little better. I know not in the 
ft ' ^orld an affection equal to that of Dante. It is a tenderness, a 
) tremblings longing, pitying love : like the wail of iB clean harps, 
soft, soft ; like a child's young heart ; — and then that stem, sore- 
saddened heart 1 These longings of his towards his Beatrice ; 
their meeting together in the Fa/radiso ; his gazing in her pure 
transfigured eyes, her that had been purified by death so long, 
separated from him so far :— one likens it to the song of angels ; 
it is among the purest utterances of affection, perhaps the very 
purest, that ever came out of a human «oul. 

For .the intense Dante is intense in all things ; he has got into 
the essence of all. His intellectual insight, as painter, on occa- 
sion too as reasoner, is but the result of all other sorts of inten* 
sity. Morally great, above all, we must call- him ; it is the be- 
ginning of alL His scorn, his grief are as transcendent as his 
love ; — as indeed, what are they but the inverse or converse of his 
love ? ^ A Dio spiacenti, ed a* Turniid sui, Hateful to God and to 
the enemies of God :* lofty scorn, unappeasable silent reprobation 
and aversion : * iVb» ragumam di lor. We will not speak of them^ 
look only and pass.' Or think of this : ' They have not the hope 
to die, Nbn han speranza di morte.^ One day, it had risen sternly 
benign on the scathed heart of Dante, that he, wretched, never- 
resting, worn as he was, wQuld full surely die ; ' that Destiny it- 
9 If could not doom him not to die.' Such words are in this 
man. For rigour, earnestness and depth, he is not to be paral* 
leled in the modern world ; to seek his parallel we must go into 
the Hebrew Bible, and litre with the antique Prophets there. 

I do not agree with much modem criticism, in greatly prefer- 
ring the Ir^emo to the two other parts of the Divine Commedia^ 
8uch preference belongs, I imagine, to our general Byroniam of 
taste, and is like to be a transient feeling. The Purga4ono and 
Pa/radisoj especially the former, one would almost say, is even 
more excellent than it. It ir a noble thing that Purgaiorio^ 
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< Moui^taiD of X^uri£eation i' an emblem of the noblest conGe]|)tioii 
of that age. If Sin i»fio fatal, and Hell is and must b6 so\rig 
orous, awful, yet iu Kepentance too is man purified ; RepentaVce 
is the grand Christian act. It is beautiful how Dante wosbsit 
out. The iremohr deW onde, that ^ trembling' of the ocean-wayes, 
under the first pure gleam of morning, dawning afar on the wan- 
dering Two, is as the type of an altered mood. Hope has now 
dawned ; never-dying Hope, if in company still with- heavy so^ 
row. The obscure sojourn of daemons And reprobate is under 
foot; a soft breathing of penitence mounts higher and higher^ to 
the Throne of Mercy itself " Pray for me," the denizens oi *hat 
Mount of Pain all say to him. " Tell my Giovanna to pray for 
me," my daughter Giovanna ; ^^ I think her mother loves me na 
morel" They toil painfully up by that winding steep, 'bent 
down like corbels of a building,' some of them,— crashed together 
80 ^ for the sin of pride ;' yet nevertheless in years, in ages and 
80ons, they shall have reached the top, which is Heaven's gate, 
and by Mercy shall have been admitted in. The joy toa.of all, 
when one has prevailed ; the whole Mountain shakes with joy, 
and a psalm of praise rises, when one soul has perfected repen- 
tance, and got its sin and misery left behind 1 I call all this a 
noble embodiment of a true noble thought. 

But indeed the Three compartments mutually support one 
another, are indispensable to one another. The Faradiso^ a kind 
of inarticulate music to me, is the redeeming side of the Inferno ; 
the Inftrno without it were untrue. All three make up the true 
Unseen World, as figured in the Christianity of the Middle 
Ages ; a thing forever memorable, forever true in the essenee of 
it, to all men. It was perhaps delineated in no human soul with 
such depth of veracity as in this of Dante's ; a man wnJt to sing 
it, to keep it long memorable. Very notable with what brief 
simplicity he passes out of the every-day reality, into the Invisi- 
ble one ; and in the second or third stanza, we find ourselves in 
the World of Spirits ; and dwell there, as among things palpa- 
^ ble, indubitable ! To Dante they vaert so ; the real world, as it 
\j^ called, and its facts, was but the threshold to an infinitely 
finitigher Fact of a World. At bottom, the one was as j^r^matu- 
0ernJ ^ ^^ other. Has not each man a soul ? He will not only 
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*b«-ik spirit, but is one. To the earnest Bante it is all one viable 
Fact ; he believes it^ sees it; is the Poet of it in virtue q{ that. 
Sincerity,- 1, say again, is the saving merit, now as always. 
. Dante's Hell, Pui-gatbry, Paradise, are a symbol withal, an 
emblematic represenljation of his Belief about this Universe : — 
some Critic in ,ar future age, like tltose. Scandinavian ones the 
other day, who.has oeased altogether to think as Bante did, may 
find this.too-all an * Allegory,' perhaps an: idle Allegory! It is 
a suMhne embodiment, our sublimest, of the soul of Christianity. 
It ^expresses, a§f in Jiug$i vorld-wide iirchitectural emblems, how 
the ^lu'istiaii Bante felt Good iand Evil to be the two polar ele- 
ments of this Creation, on which -it ail turns ; that these two dif- 
fer not hy probability of one to the other, but by incompatibility 
absolute ftnd infinite ; that the one is excellent and high as light 
and Heaven, the other hideous, bla^ as Gehenna and the Pit of 
-Hell ! Everlasting Justice, yet with Penitence, with everlasting. 
Pity,--*-all Christianism, as Dante and the Middle Ages had it, 
is emblemed 4i€fre. Emblemed: and yet, asr I urged the othei 
day, with what entire truth of piirpoSfe ; how unconscious of any 
embleming-! Hell, Purgatory, Paradise :. these things were not 
fashioned as emblems ; was there, in our Modern European 
Mind^ any thought at all of their bei^g emblems ! Were they 
not indubitable awful facts ; the whole heart of nmn taking them 
for. practically true, all Nature everywhere confirming them ? 
So is it always in these things. Men do not believe in Allegory. 
The future Critic, whatever his new thou^t may be, who considers 
this of Dante to have been all got up as an Allegory, will commit 
one sore mistake 1, — Paganism we recognised as a veracious ex- 
pression of the earnest awe-struck feeling of man towards the 
Universe ; veracious, true once, and still not without worth for 
us. But mark here the difference of Paganism and Christianism ; 
one great difference. Paganism emblemed chiefly the Operations 
of Nature; the destinies, efforts, combinations, vicissitudes of 
things and men in this world : Christianism emblemed the JLaw 
of Human Duty, the Moral Law of Man. One was for thejSen- 
suous nature : a rude helpless utterance of the J?r5^ Thought of 
men, — the chief recognised, virtue, Courage, Superiority to Bear. 
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The other was net for the sensuous nature, but ibr the moral 
What a progress is here, if ia that one respect only !•-« 

Axul so it this Dante, as we said, had ^n silent centuries, in 
a very strange way, found a voioe. The Dwina Camniediala of 
Dante's writixKg; yet in truth t^ belongs to tim Ghristian^cen* 
turies, only the finishing of it is Dante's> So always. The crafts- 
man there, the smith with that metal of his, with these tools, with 
these cunning methods, — ^how little of all he does is properly his 
work ! All past inventive men work there with him ; — as indeed 
with all of us, in all things. Dante is the spokesman of the Mid- 
dle Ages ; the Thought they lived by stands here, in everlasting 
music. These sublime ideas of his, terrible and beautiful, are the 
fruit- of the Christian Meditation of all the good men who had 
gone before him. Precious they; but also is not he precious t 
Much, had not he spoken, would have been dumb; not dead, yet 
living voiceless. 

On the whole, is it not an utterance, this mystic Song, at once 
of one of the greatest human souls, and of the highest thing that 
Europe had hitherto realised for itself? Christianism, as Dante 
sings it, is another than Paganism in the rude Norse mind ; an- 
other than ' Bastard Christianism' half-articulately spoken in the 
Arab Desert, seven hundred years before! — The noblest idea 
made real hitherto among men, is sung, and emblemed fortk 
abidingly, by one of the noblest men. In the one sense and in 
the other, are we not right glad to possess it? As I calculate, it 
may last yet for long thousands of years. For the thing that is 
uttered from the inmost parts of a man's soul, differs altogether 
from what is uttered by the outer part. The outer is of the day, 
under the empire of mode ; the outer passes away, in swift end- 
less changes ; the inmost is the same yesterday, today and for- 
ever. True souls, in all generations of the world, who look on 
this Dante, will find a brotherhood in him ; the deep sincerity of 
his thoughts, his Woes and hopes, will speak likewise to their sin-, 
cerity ; they will feel that this Dante too was a brother. Napo- 
leon in Saint Helena is charmed with the genial veracity of old 
Homer. The oldest Hebrew Prophet, under a vesture the most 
diverse from ours, does yet, because he speaks from the heart of 






uwT. m. THE HERO AS POET. 89 

man, speak to all men's hearts. It is the one sole secret of con- 
tinaing long memorable. Dante, fbr depth of smcerit3r, jrliko 
an antique Prophet too; his words, like theirs, come from his 
very heart. One need not wonder if it were predicted that his 
Poem might be the most enduring thing our Europe has yet 
made ; for nothing so endures as a truly spoken word. Ail 
cathedrals, pontificalities, brass and stone, and outer anrangement 
never so lasting, are braef in comparison to an unfathomable heart- 
song like this : one feels as if it niight survive, still of importance 
to men, when these had all sunk into new irrecbgnisable combi'* 
nations, and had ceased individually to be.- Europe has made 
much ; great cities, great empires, encyclopaedias, creeds, bodies 
ci opinion and practice ; but it has made little of the class of 
Dante's Thought. Homer yet is, veritably present face to face 
with every open soul of us ; and Greece, where ib it? Desolate 
for thousands of years ; away, vanished ; a bewildered heap of 
stones and rubbish, the life and existence of it all gone. Like a 
dream; like the dust of King Agamemnon 1 Greece was; 
Greece, except in the words it spoke, is not. 

The uses of this Dante ?^ We will not say much about his 
*' uses.' A human soul who has once got into that primal element 
of Song, and sung forth fitly somewhat therefrom, has worked in 
the depths of otir existence ; feeding through long times the life- 
roois of all excellent human things whatsoever, — in a way that 
< utilities' will not succeed well in calculating! We will not esti- 
mate the Sun by the quantity of gas-light it saves us ; Dante 
shall be invaluable, or of no value. One remark I may make : 
the contrast in this respect between the Hero-Poet and the Hero- 
Prophet. In a hundred years, Mahomet, as we saw, had his 
Arabians at Grenada and at Delhi ; Dante's Italians seem to be 
yet very much where they were. Shall we say, then, Dante's 
effect on the world was small in comparison ? Not so : his arena 
is far more restricted ; but also it is fiir nobler, clearer ; — ^perhaps 
not less but more important. Mahomet speaks to great masses 
of men, in the coarse dialect adapted to such ; a dialect filled with 
inconsistencies, crudities, follies : on the great masses alone can 
he act, and there with good and with evil strangely blended. 
Dante speaks to the noble, the pure and great, in all times and 
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l^laces. Neither does he grow obsolete, as the other does. Dante 
burDS as a pure star, fixed there in the firmament, at which the 
great and the high of all ag^s kindle themselves : he is the pos- 
^g^siou of all the chosen of the world for uncounted time. Dante, 
one calculates, may long survive Mahomet. In this way the 
balance may be made straight again. 

But, at any rate, it is not by what is called their effect on the 
world, by what we can judge of their effect there, that a mati and 
his work are measured. Effect ? Influence 1 Utility ? Let a 
man do his work ; the fruit of it is the care of Another than he. 
It will grow its own fruit; and whether embodied in Caliph 
Thrones and Arabian Conquests, so that it ^ fills all Morning and 
EvjBuing Newspapers,' and all' Histories,, which are a kind- of 
distilled* Newspapers ; or not embodied so at all ; — ^what matters 
that ? That is not the real fruit of it ! The Arabian Caliph, in so 
far only as he did something, was something. If the great Cause 
of Man, and Man's work in God's Earth, got no furtheranee from 
the Arabian Caliph, then no matter how many Bcimetars he drew, 
how many gold piasters pocketed, and what uproar and blaring 
he made in this world, — he was but a loud-sounding inanity and 
futility ; at bottom, he was not at all. Let us honour the great 
empire of Silence^ once more ! The boundless treasury which we 
do nc^ -jingle in our pockets, or count up and present before men! 
It is perhaps, of all things, the usefulest for each of us to do, in 
these loud times.-- 

As Dante, the Italian man, was sent into our world to embo^ 
musically the Religion of the Middle Ages, the Eeligion df our 
Modern Europe, its Inner Life ; so Shakspeare, we may say, em- 
bodies for us the Outer Life of our Europe as developed tiien, its 
chivalries, courtesies, humours, ambitions, what practical way of 
thing, acting, looking at the world, men then had. As in Homer 
we may still construe Old Greece ; so in Shakspeare and Dante, 
after thousands of years, what our Modern Europe was, in Faith 
and in Practice, will still be legible. Dante has given us the 
Faith or soul ; Shakspeare, in a not less noble way, has given us 
the Practice Ojr body. This latter also we were to have ; a man 
was sent for it, the mAn Shakspeare. Just when that chivalry 
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way of life had reached ita last finii^, and was on the point of 
breaking doWn into slow or swift dissolution, as- we now see it 
everywhere, this other sovereign Poet, with his seeing eye, with 
his perennial Singing Voice, was sent to take note of it, to give 
long enduring record of it. Two fit men : Dante, deep, fierce as 
the central ^e of the world ; Shakspeare, wide', placid, far-seeing, 
-as^-the Sub, the upper light of the world. Italy produced the one 
world-voice; we English had the honour of producing the other. 

Curious enough how, as it were by mere accident, this maa 
came to US. I think always, so great, quiet, complete and self- 
sufficing is this Shakspeare, had the Warwickshire S(5[uire not 
prosecuted him for deer-stealing^ we had perhaps never heard of 
"hitti as a Poet ! The woods and skies, the rustic Life of Man in 
Stratford there, had been enoiigh for this man ! But indeed that 
strange outl)udding of our whole English Existence, which we 
call the Elizabethan Era, did not it too conie a^ Of its own accord? 
The ' Tree Igdrasil ' buds and withers by its own laws, — too deep 
for our scanning. Yet it does bud and wither, and every bough 
and leaf of it is there, by fixed eternal laws ; not a Sir Thomas 
Lucy but comes at the hour fit for him. Curious, I say, and not 
sufficiently considered : how everything does cooperate with all ; 
not -a leaf rotting on the highway but is indissoluble portion of 
solar and stellar systems ^ no thought, word or act of man but 
has sprung withal ^mt of all men, and works sooner or later, re- 
cognisably or irrecognisably, on all men! It is all a Tree: cir- 
culation of sap and infiuences, mutual communication of every 
minutest leaf with the lowest talon of a root, with every other 
greatest and minutest portion of thi3 whole. The Tree Igdrasil, 
t^t has its roots down in the Kingdoms of Helaand Death, and 
whose boughs overspread the highest Heaven I— 

In some sense it may be said that this glorious Elizabethan 
Era with its Shakspeare, 9^ the outcome and flowerage of all 
which had preceded it, is itself attributable to the Catholicism of 
the Middle Ages. The Christian Faith, which was the theme of 
DttBte's Song, had produced this Practical Life which Shakspeare 
was to sing. For Religion then, as it now and always is, was the 
Bout of Practice ; the primary vital fact in men^s life. And re- 
mark here, as rather curious, that Middle- Age Catholicism was 
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abolished, so &r tts Acts-of Parliamedt could abolish it, before 
Shak^>eare^ the noblest -jMroduct -of it, made hia appearance. Ma 
did make his appearance nevertheless. Nature at her own time, 
with Catholicism or what else might be necessary, sent him forth ; 
taking small thought of Acts of Parliament. Eang-Henrys, 
Queen Elizabeths go their way ; and Nature too goes hers. Acts 
of Parliament, on the whole, are small, notwithstanxLing the noiM 
they make. What Act of Parliament, debate at St. Stephen's, 
on the hustings or elsewhere, was it that brought this Shakspeare 
into being? No dining at Freemason's Tavern, ppening sub- 
scription-lists, selling (^ shares, and infinite other jangling and 
true or false endeavouring ! This Elizabethan Era, and all its 
nobleness and blessedness, came without proclamation, prepara- 
tion of ours. Priceless Shakspeare was the free gift of Nature^, 
given altogether silently ; — received altogether silently, as if it 
had been a thing of littie account. And yet, very literally, it is 
a priceless thing. One should look at that side of matters too. 

Of this Shakspeare of ours, perhaps the opinion one sometimes 
hears a little idolatrously expressed is, in fact, the right one ; I 
think the best judgment not of this country only, but of Europe 
at large, is slowly pointing to the conclusion, That Shakspeare is 
the chief of all Poets hitherto ; the greatest intellect who, in our 
recorded world, has left record of himself in the way of Litera- 
ture. On the whole, I know not such a power of vision, such |k 
Bftoulty of thought, if we take all the characters of it, in any other 
man. Such a calmness of depth; placid joyous strength.; all 
things imaged in that great soul of his so true and clear, as in 
a tranquil unfathomable eea I It has hwa said, thai in the con- 
structing of Shakspeare's Dramas there is, apart from all other 
< Acuities' as they are called, an understanding manifested, equal 
to that in Bacon's Novum Organwm. That is true ; and it is not 
a truth that strikes every one. It would become more apparent 
if we tried, any of us for himself, how, out of Shakspeare's dra- 
matic materials, wt could fashion such a result ! The built house 
seems all so fit, — every-way as it should be, as if it oame there 
by its own law and the nature of things, — we forget the rude dis- 
orderly quarry it wais shaped from. The very perfection of the 
houfite, as if Nature herself had made it, hides the builder's merit 
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P^ect, more perfect than any other man, we may call Shakspeare 
in this : he discerns, knows as by instinct^ what condition he 
works under, what his materials are, what his own force and its 
relation to them is. It is not a transitory glance of insight that 
will suffice ; it is deliberate illamination of the whole matter ; it 
is a calmly seeing eye ; a great intellect, in short. How a man, 
of some wide thing that he has witnessed, will construct a narr&- 
tive, what kind of picture and delineation he will give of it, — is 
the best measure you could get of what intellect is in the man. 
Which circumstance is vital and shall stand prominent ; which 
unessential, fit to be suppressed ; where is the true beginnings the 
true sequence and ending ? To find out this, you task the whole 
force of insight that is in the man.^ He must understand the 
thing ; according to the depth of his understanding, will the fit- 
ness of his answer be. You will try him so. Does like join it- 
self to like ; does the spirit of method stir in that confusion, so 
that its embroilment becomes order? Can the man say, Fiai 
Int^ Let there be light ; and out of chaos mitke a world ? Pre- 
cisely as there is light in himself, will he accomplish this. 

Or indeed we may say again, it is in what I called Portrait- 
painting, delineating of men and things, especially of men, that 
Shakspeare is great. AH the greatness of the man comes out 
decisively here. It is unexampled, I think, that calm creative 
perspicacity of Shakspeare. The thing he looks at reveals not 
this or that face of it, but its inmost heart and generic secret : it 
dissolves itself as in light before him, so that he discerns the per- 
fect structure of it. Creative, we said : poetic creation, what is 
this too but seeing the thing sufficiently % The word that will 
describe the thing, follows of itself from such clear intense sight 
of the thing. And is not Shakspeare's moraZity^ his valour, can- 
dour, tolerance, truthfulness ; his whole victorious strength and 
greatness, which can triumph over such obstructions, visible 
there too ? Great as the world ! No tuoisted, poor convex-con- 
cave mirror, reflecting all objects with its own convexities and 
concavities ; a perfectly level mirror ; — that is to say withal, if 
we will understand it, a man justly related to all things and men, a 
good man. It is truly a lordly spectacle how this great soul takes 
in all kinds of men and objects, a Falstaff, an Othello, a Juliet, a 
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Coriolanus ; s^fcrrtiliem-aU forth to us in their round complete- 
ness ; loviHg; just, the equal brother of all. Novum Organum^ 
andajii^he intellect you will find in Bacon, is of a quite secon- 

[j order ; earthy, jnatorial, poor in comparison with this. 
Among modern men, one finds, in strictness, almost nothing of 
the same rank. Goethe alone, since the days of Shakspeare, re- 
minds me of it. .Of him too you say that he saw the object ; you 
may say what he himself, says of Shakspeare : ^ His characters 
< are like watches with dial-plates of transparent chrystal ; they 
'^sh'ew you the hour like others, and the inward mechanism also 
* is all visible.* . 

The seeing eye ! It is this that discloses the inner harmony 
of things ; what Nature meant, what musical idea Nature has 
wrapped up in these often rough embodiments. Something she 
did mean. To the seeing eye that something were discernible. Are 
they base, miserable things ? You can laugh over them, you can 
weep oyer them ; you can in some way or other genially relate your- 
self to them ; — ^you can, at lowest, hold your peace about them^ turn 
away your own and ethers' face from them, till the hour come for 
practically exterminatibg and extinguishing them ! At bottom, 
it is the Poet's first gift, as it is all men's, that he have intellect, 
enough. Ha will be a Poet if he have : a Poet in word ; or 
failing that, perhaps still better, a Poet in act. Whether he 
write at all ; and if so, whether in prose or in verse, will depend 
on accidents: wholLnows.on what extremely trivial accidents, — 
perhaps on his having had a singing-master, on his being taught 
to sing in his boyhood 1 But the faculty which enables him to 
discern the inner heart of things, and the harmony that dwells 
there (for whatsoever exists has a harmony in the heart of it, or 
it would not hold together and exist), is not the result of habits 
or accidents, but the^ gift of Nature herself ; the primary outfit 
for a Heroic Man in what sort soeveV To the Poet, as to every 
other, we say first of all. See. If you cannot do that, it is of no 
use to keep stringing rhymes together, jingling sensibilities 
against each other, and name yourself a Poet ; there is no hope 
for you. If you can, there is, in prose or verse, in action or spec- 
ulation, all manner of hope. The crabbed old Schoolmaster used 
to ask, when they brought him a new pupil, " But are ye sure he's 
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no( Ot dunce /" Why, really one might ask the same thing, in re- 
gard to every man proposed for whatsoever function ; and con- 
sider it as the one inquiry needful : Are. ye sure he's not a 
dunce ? There is, in this world, no other entirely fatal person. 

For, in fact, I say the degree of vision that dwells in a man, is 
a correct measure of the man. If called to define Shakspeare's 
faculty, I should say superiority of Intellect, and think I had in- 
cluded all under that. What indeed are faculties ? We talk of 
faculties as if they were distinct, things separable ; as if a man 
had intellect, imagination, fancy, &c., a^ he has hands, feet, and 
arms. That is a capital error. Then again, we hear of a man's 
*• intellectual nature,' and of his ^ moral nature,' as if these again 
were divisible, and existed apart. Necessities of language do 
perhaps prescribe such forms of utterance ; we must speak, I am 
aware, in that way, if we are to speak at all. But words ought 
not to harden into things for us. It seem^ to me„ our apprehen- 
sion of this matter is, for most part, radically falsified thereby. 
We ought to know withal, and to keep forever in mind, that these 
divisions are at bottom but navies ; that man's spiritual nature, 
the vital Force which dwells in him, is essentially one and indivis- 
ible ; that what we call imagination, fancy, understanding, and so 
forth, are but different figures of the same Power of Insight, all 
indissolubly connected with each other, physiognomically rela- 
ted ; that if we knew one of them, we. might know all of them. 
Morality itself, what we call the moral quality of a man, what 
is this but another side of the one vital Force whereby he is 
and works? All that a man does is physiognomical of him. 
you may see how a man would fight, by the way in which he sings ; 
his courage, or want of courage, is visible in the word he utters, 
in the opinion he has formed, no less than in the stroke he strikes. 
He is one ; and preaches the same Self abroad in all these ways. 

Without hands a man might have feet, and could still walk : 
but, consider it,— without morality, intellect were impossible for 
him ; a thoroughly immoral man could not know anything at all 1 
To know a thing, what we can call knowing, a man must first l<yoe 
the thing, sympathise with it : that is, be virtuously related to it. 
If he have not the justice to put down his own selfishness at every 
turn, the courage to stand by the dangerous-true at every turn, 
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liow shall he know ? His virtues, all of them, will lie recorded in 
his knowledge. Nature with her truth remains to the bad, to the 
selfish and the pusillanimous, forever a sealed book: what such 
can know of Nature is mean, superficial, small ; for the uses of 
the day merely. But does not the very Fox know something of 
Nature ? E^ctly so : it knows where the geese lodge ! The 
human Reynard, very frequent everywhere in the world, what 
more does he know but this and the like of this ? Nay, it should 
be considered too, that if the Fox had not a certain vulpine nuh 
rdiUyj he conld not even know where the geese were, or get at the 
geese ! If he spent his time in splenetic atrabiliar reflections on 
his own misery, his ill usage by Nature, Fortune and other Foxes, 
and so forth ; and had not courage, promptitude, practicality, and 
other suitable vulpine gifts and graces, he would catch no geese. 
We may say of the Fox too, that his morality and insight are of 
the same dimensions, different faces of the same internal unity of 
vulpine life ! — These things are worth stating, for the contrary of 
them acts with manifold very baleful perversion, in this time : 
what limitations, modifications they require, your own candour 
will supply. 

If I say, therefore, that Shakspeare is the greatest of Intel- 
lects, I have said all concerning him. But there is more in 

I Shakspeare's intellect than we have yet seen. It is what I call 
^ an unconscious intellect ; there is more virtue in it than he him- 

I self is aware of Novalis beautifully remarks of him, that those 
Dramas of his are Products of Nature too, deep as Nature her- 
self I find a . great truth in this saying. Shakspeare's Art is 
not Artifice ; the noblest worth of it is not there by plan or pre- 
eontrivance. It grows up from the deeps of Nature, through 
this noble sincere soul, who is aToice of Nature. The latest gen- 
erations of men will find new meanings in Shakspeare, new elu- 
cidations of their own human being ; < new harmonies with the 
* infinite structure of the Universe ; concurrences with later ideas, 
< affinities with the higher powers and senses of man.' This well 
deserves meditating. It is Nature's highest reward to a true 
simple great soul, that he get thus to be ^^ part of herself. Such 
a man's works, whatsoever he with utmost conscious exertion and 
forethought shall accomplish, grow up withal wwoansciously, from 
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thte -kiikiiowti' deeps iti liim :— as.' thfe 0flk^.e6 grows-from tS^. 
E&F^k's bos^m^ as the jupuntatni^ anil -waters ishape themselves ; 
-with a.JSjmmetry grounded on Nature's own la'ws, conformable to 
ah: Truth whatsoever. How much in Shakspeare lies hid; his 
sorrows^ his ^iieui struggles known tahixoself ;. much that waslaiot 
knowob at all, not speaka^^ a^ &U • ^^^ roolSy like sap f^nd 
forces working under ground ! Speech is great', but- Silence is I 
greater^' ...-,.* « . .'---•- -. ; * • ^ 

o.;W-ithal the joyfuL tranquillity of this manis jaot^ble. 1 will.not 
bkme ipante tor his misery : it is as battle without Victory ; but 
true battle,-— tbe^fipst, indispensable thing. Yet I call Shak-' 
ipeare greater tha»- Pa«tej'iB that besought truly and- did con- 
quer. Doubt it. noi^ lie had his /own sorrows: those Sdnrtets of 
^ wilLeyen testify expressly in what deep waters he had waded, 
^od swum stn^lin^ for^ his life ; — ^as what mati like him ever 
failed to have to* do ?-• It seems to me a heedless notion^ OTir 
^^ommofii oiie, that he sat like, li- bird -on the bough; and sang 
forth) free and off hand,, neveip knowing the troubles of -other 
toon. . Net so; with no man i$. it so. How could a man travel 
forward, from, rustic deer-poaching to such fragedy-writingj and 
not fall in with sorrows by the way? Or, still better, how 
could a inan . delineate a Hamlet, a Coriolanus, a Macbeth, so 
m^ny suffering heroic hearts, if -his own heroic heart had never 
suiBfered ?— i-And now, in contrast with all this, observe his mirth- 
fulness, his genuine overflowing love of. laughter 1 You 'wotdd 
say, in no point does he exaggerate but only in laughter. ^ Fiery 
o^urgations, words that pierce and burn, are to be found in 
Shakspeare ; yet he is always in measure h^re ; . n.eve^ what 
Johnson would remark as a. speicially 'good hater ^' But his 
laughter seems to pour from him in £oods ; he heaps all manner 
of ridiculous nicknames on the butt he is bantering, tumbles and 
tosses him h^ all sorts of horse-play ; you would say, roars and 
laughs. And then, if not always the finest, it is always a genial 
laughter. Not ^t mere weakness, at misery or poverty ; lieyer. 
No man whac^ laugh, what we call laughing, wilHaugh at these 
things. . It is some poor character only desiring to laugh, and 
have the credit jof wit, that does so. Lau^te]:ine.ans sympathy ; 
good laughter is not ^ the, cfrackling of thorns under, the pot.- 
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yen at stupidly aod pretension this Shakspeare does- not langh 
otherwise than genially. Dogberry and Verges tickle our very 
hearti^; and we dismies them covered with explosions -of laugh- 
ter : but we like the poor fellows only the better for our laugh- 
ing ; and hope they wiii get on well there, and oonUnue Presi- 
dents of the City-watch. — Such laughter, like sunshine on the 
deep sea, is very beautiful to me. 

We have no room to speak of Shakspeare's individual works ; 
though perhaps' there is much still waiting to be said on that head. 
Had we, for instance, all his Plays reviewed as Harnkt, in Wil- 
hdm MeisUTy is ! A thing which might, one dayj be done, Ati- 
gost Wilhekn Schlegel has a r^nark on his Historical Pbys, 
Henry Fifth and the ethers, which is worth remembering. He 
oalls them a kind of National Epic. Marlborough, you recolleet^ 
said, he knew no English History but what he had learned from 
Shakspeare. There are really, if we look to it, few as memorable 
histories. The great salient points are admirably seised ; all^ 
pounds itself off, into a kind of rhythmic coherence : it is, as 
Schl^el says, epicf-^os indeed all delineation by a great thinker 
will be. There are right beautiful thii^igs in those Pieces, which 
indeed together form one beautiful thing. That battle of *Agin- 
oourt strikes me as one oi the most per^ct things, in its sort, we 
anywhere have of Shtkspeare's. The description of the two 
hosts : the worn-out, jaded English ; the dread hour, big with 
destiny, wheti the battle shall begin; and then that deathless 
valour : " Ye good yeomen, whose Umbs were made in England V* 
There is a noble Patriotism in it, — ^far other than the ' indiffn^ 
enee' you sometimes hear ascribed to Shakspeare. A true Jin* 
glish heart breathes, calm and strong, through tho whole busi- 
ness ; not boisterous, protrusive ; till the better for that. There 
is a sound in it like the ring of steel. This man too had a. right 
stroke in him, had it come to that ) 

But I mil say, of Shakspeare^s works generally, that we have 
no full impress of him there ; even as full as we Tiave of many 
men. His w6rks are so many windows, through which we see a 
^impse of the world that was in him. All his works seem, com- 
paratively speaking, cursory, imperfect, vn-itten Hnijer cramping 
oireumstaaoei ;. giving only here and there a note qf th^ full lit* 
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tenBCe of ike num. Passages there are tl4R eome upon yon like 
splendour out of Heaven • bursts of radiance, illuminating the 
very heart of the thing : yeru say, " That is trtee, spoken once and 
IbreVer; wheresoever and whensoever there is an open human 
bohI,. that will be recognised * as true *" Such bursts, however, 
make us feel that the surrounding matter is not radiant ', tbat it 
13, in part, tendporary, conventional. ' Alas^ Shakspeare had to 
write for the Globe Playhouse : his great soul had to crush itself, 
as it could, into that and no other mould. It was with him, then, 
as it is with us all. No man works sate under conditions. The 
sculptor cannot set his own free Thought before us [ but his 
Thought as he oould translate it into the Stone that was given, 
with the tools that' were given. Disjecta mep^a are nil tha,twQ 
find of any Poet, or of any man. 

Whoever looks intelligent]^ at this Shaki^eare may recognise 
that h^ too was a Prophet, in his way'} of an insight analogous to 
the Proj^etic, though he to6k it up in another strain. * Nature 
seemed to this man also divine; tm'speakable, d^p as Tophet, 
high as Heaven: ^ We are such stuff as Dreams are made of!' 
That scroll in Westminster AbBey, whieh few read with under- 
standing, is of the depth of any Seer^ But the man sang ; did 
not preachy except musically. We called Dante the melodious 
Priest of Middle- Age Catholicism: May we not call Shakspeare 
the still more melodious Priest of a tnte Catholicism, the^ ' Uni- 
versal Church' of the Future ai^d of all times ? No narrow su- 
perstition, hu'dh asceticism, intolerance, fflinatical fiercenesa or 
perversion : a Revelation, do far as it goes, that such a thousand- 
fold hidden beauty and divineness dwells, in all Nature ; which 
let all men worship as they can ! We may say without offence, 
that theire rises a kind of universal Psalm out of this Shakspeare 
too; not unfit to make itself heard among the still more sacred 
Psalms. Not in' disharmony with these, if we' understood -them, 
but in unison! — I cannot call this Shakspeare a * Sceptic,' as 
some do; his indifference to the creeds and theological quarrels 
of his time misleading them. No: neither unpatriotic, though 
he says little about^ his Patriotism ; nor sceptic, though he says 
little about his Faith. Such ^indifference' was the fruit of his 
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great^esB isril^al : J]A whole hesnX wasKia-his own-gEaqd sphere of 
worship (we. may call it £ueh) ; these other controTersies, Titailj 
important to- other mej), were not vital to him. 

But call it worship, call it what you will, is it not a right glo- 
rious thing, and S0t of things, this.that/Shak^eaTe-ha&l)rot^ht 
us^. Fop myselfy I feel that .there is aetu:ally a kind of sacised- 
ness iniihe fact of 'Such a man being sent into this. Earth. Is he 
not an eye to us all ; a blessed heaven-seut Bringer of laght 1—- 
And,.at bott<>m, was it n^t. perhaps far better, thai this Shak- 
speare,. every wa^ an unconscious man, was conscious -ofBo-Hea' 
venly message? Hc^ did not feel, like Mahomet, because he 
ciaw into those internal Splendours, that he specially was the 
'Prophet o{ God :.' and was he not greater than Mahomet in that? 
Greater ; and also, if we compute, stricjtly, as we did in Bante's 
case, more succesefvil. It . was intrinsically an error that notion 
of Mahomet's,. o£ his supreme Prophethood ; and has oom^e down 
to ua inextricably involved in error to this day ; dragging along 
with it sueh a coil of fables, impurities, intolerances, as makes it 
a quesiionabW step for. me here and now to say, as I have done, 
that Mahomet was a true Speaker at all, and not rather an ambi- 
tious charlatan, perversity and. simulacrum, no Speaker; but a 
Babbler ! Even in Arabia^ as I compute, Mahomet will-have ex- 
hausted himself and b^ccrme obsolete, while this Shakspeare, this 
Dante may be still young ;— while this Shakspea"re-may still pre- 
tend to be a Priest of Mankind, of Arabia as of othper places, -for 
unlimited periods to come! Compared with any speaker or 
singer one knows, even with -^schylus or HomeT, 'why should he 
not, for veracity and universality, last like them? He i» sinxere 
as they ; reaches deep down like them, to the universal and pe- 
rennial. But. as for Mahomet, I think it had been better for him 
not to be so conscious ! Alas, poor Mahomet ; all that he was 
conscious of was a mere error ; a futility and triviality, — as indeed 
sueh ever is. The truly great in him too .was the unconscious : 
that he was a wild Arab lion of the desert, and did speak out 
with that great thunder-voice of his, not by words which he 
thought to be great, but by actions, by feelings, by a history which 
toere great! BEis Koran has become a stupid piece of prolix ab- 
iBurdity ; . we ,do not believe, like him, that God wrote that f 
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The Great Man here too, as always, is a Force of Nature ; what- 
fibevef Is truly great in him- springs up %om the iwarticidate 
deeps. 

Well : this k our poor Warwickshire Peasant, who rose to be 
Manager 6f a Playhouse, so that he could five without begging ; 
whom the Earl of Southampton cast some kind "glances on ; 
whom Sir Thomas Lucy, many thanks to him, was^ for sending to 
the Treadmill! We dii not account him" a god, like Odin, 
while he dwelt with us*; qu. which point there were much to be 
said. - But I will say ta*her, or repeat: In spite of the sad" state 
Hero-WQrship now lies in, consider what this Shakspeare iia^^ aq- 
tualljr becoiiie ai^iong us. Which Englishman we ever made,, in 
this.' krid of ours, which million of Englishlnen, Would we not 
give up rather than the Stratford Peasant?- There is no regi- 
ment of highest Dignitaries that we would sell him for. He is 
the grandest thing we have yet done. For our honour among 
foreign nations, as anofnament to our Ehglish Household, what 
item is there that we would not sijrrender rather than him? 
Consider ndw, if they asked us. Will you give up your Indian Em- 
pire or your Shakspeare, you English ; never have had any Indian 
Empire, or never have had any Shakspeare? Really it werjs a 
grave question^ Official persons would answer doubtless in official 
language ; but we, for our ptirt too, should not we be forced "to an- 
swer : Indian Empire, or no Indian Empire ; we cannot do with- 
out Shakspeare ! Indian Empire will go, at any rate, somgjiay ; 4f^ ' 
but this Shakspeare does not go, he lasts forever ^th us ; we can- "K^ 
n(Jt give up our Shakspeare ! 

Nay, apart from spiritualities ; anxl considering him, merely as 
a real, marketable, tangibly useful possession. England, before 
l6ng, this Island of ours, will hold but a small fraction of the 
English: in America, in New Holland, east and west to the 
very Antipodes, there will be. i Saxondom eoverin^ great spaces 
of the Globe. And now, what is it that can keep all these to- 
gether into virtually one Nation, so that they do not fall out and 
fight;, but live at peace, in brotherHke^ intercourse, helping one 
another 7 This is justly regarded as the greatest practical prob- 
lem, the thing all manner of sovereignties and governments are 
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here to accomplish : what is it that will accomplish thiB 7 > Act^ 
of Parliameat, admudstrative prime-ministers, cannot. America 
is parted from us, so far as Parliament could part it. Call it not 
fantastic, for there is much reality in it : Here, I say^ is an En- 
glish King, whom no time or chance, Parliament or combination 
of Paifliaments, can dethrone! , This King Shakspeare, dpes not 
he shine, in crowned sovereignty, over us all, as the noblest, 
gentlest, yet strongest of rallying signs ; iTidestructifele ; really 
more.valuahle in that point of view, than any other means or ap- 
pliance whatsoever ? ,We can fancy, him as radiant aloft oyer all 
the Nations of Englishmen^ a thousand years henc^. From Par- 
amatta, from New York, wheresoever, under what sort of Parish* 
Constable soever, English men and jwromen are, they will say to 
one another : " Yes, this Shakspeare is ours ; we produced him, 
we speak and think by him ; we are of one blood and kind with 
him." The most common-sense politician tooy if he pleases, may 
think of that. , 

Yes, truly, it is a great thing, for a Nation that it get an ar- 
ticulate viiice ^ that it produce a man who will speak forth me- 
lodiously what the heart of it means! Italy, for example, poor 
Italy lies dismembered, scattered ^asunder, not appearing in any 
protocol or treaty as a unity at all ; yet the noble Italy is actually 
mie: Italy produced its Dante; Italy can speak! , The Czar of 
all- the Kussias, he is strong, with so many bayonets, Cossacks 
and cannons ; and does a great feat in keeping such .a tract of 
Earth politically together ; but he cannot yet speak. Some- 
thing great in him, but it is a dumb greatness He has had no 
voice of genius, to be heard of all men and times. He must 
learn to speak. . He is a great dumb monster hitherto. His can- 
nons and Cossacks will all have rusted into nonentity, while that 
Dante's voice is still audible. The Nation that has a Dante, is 
bound together as no dumb Russia can be. — We must here end 
what we had to say of the Hero-Poet, 
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TR£ HERa AS PRIEST. . LUTHBR ; BKF^RMATION : 

KNOX: PURITANISM. 

; Our present discourse is to be of the Great Man as Priest. 
We hare repeatedly endeavoured, ta explain that all sorts of 
Heroes 9.re intrinsically of the same ^laterial: that given a 
great soul^ open to the Divine. Significance of Life, then there is 
given a man fit to speak of this^ to sing of this, to fight and work 
for this, In a great, victorious, enduring . manner ; there is given 
a Hero, — the outward shape of whom will depend -on the time 
and the environment he finds himself in. The Priest too, as I 
understand it, is a kind of Prophet ; in him tooihere is required 
to be a light of inspiration, as we must name it. He presides 
over the worship of the people j is the Uniter of them with the 
Unseen Holy. He is the spiritual Captain of the' people ; as 
the Prophet is their spiritual .King with many captains : he 
guided them heavenward, by wise guidance through this Earth 
and its^work. The ideal of him is, that he toa be what we can 
call a voice from the unseen .Heaven ; interpreting, -even as th« 
Prophet did, and In a more familiar manner unfolding the sai^e t9 
men. . The unseen Heaven, — the ^ open secret o^ the Universe,' 
which so few have an eye for ! He is the Prophet shorn of his 
more awful . splendour ; burning with mild equable radiance, as 
the enlightener of daily life; This, I say, is the ideal of a Priest. 
So inx)ld times ; so in these, and in all times. One knows very 
well that, in reducing ideals to practice, great latitude of toler- 
ance is needful ; very great. But a Priest who is not this at 
jail, who does not any longer aim or try to be this, is^ a character 
— fOf whom we had rather not speak in this place. . 

Luther, and Knox were by express vocation Priests, and did 
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fitithfolly perform that function in its common sense. Yet it 
will suit us better here to consider them chiefly in their historical 
character, rather as Reformers than Priests. There have been 
other Priests perhaps equally notable, in calmer times, for doing 
feithfully the office of a Leader of Worship; -bringing down, by 
faithful heroism in tiiat kind, a light from Heaven into the daily 
life of their people | leading tfeem f^ward, as iinder God'i 
guidance^ in the way wherein they were to go. But when this 
same imp was a rough one, of battle^ confusion aird danger; the 
spiritual Captain who led through that, becomes, especially to us 
who live under the fruit of his leading, more notable, than any 
other. He is the warfaring aiid battling Priesf;-wh6 led his 
people, not toqrdet faithful labour as in smooAt times, but to 
faithful valorous conflict, in times all violent, dismembered : a 
more perilous service, a mere-memorable one, be it higher or not. 
These two men we will account our best Priests, inasmuch SkS 
they were out best- Reformers. Nay I may ask, Is not every 
true Reformer, by the natiire of him, a Priest first of all? He 
appeals to Heaven's invisible justice against Earth's visible force ; 
knows th4t it; the invisible'^ is «trOng and alone strong: He is a 
believer in the jdivlne truth of things { a seer, seeing through the 
shews of lihlngs ; a Worshipper, in one way or the other, of th^ 
divine truth of things: a Priest, that is. If he be not first'a 
Priest, he will never be good for much as a Reformer. 

Thui^ then, as we have seen Great Men, in various situations} 
building' up* Religions', hemic^ Forms of human Existence in this 
world. Theories of Life worthy to b^ sung by a Dante, Practices 
oi Life by a Shakspeare, — we are now to see the reverse process ; 
which also is necessary, which diso may be carried on in the Heroic 
manner. Curious how this should be necessary r yet necessary 
it is. The mild shining of the Poet's light has to give place to 
the fierce lightning of the Reformer: unfortunately the Refor- 
mer too is a personage that cannot fail in Historyl The Poet 
indeed, with his mildness, what > he but the product and ulti- 
mate adjustment of Reform, or Pw^phecy, with iU fiereene«5?- 
No wild Saint Dominies and Thefbaid Eremites^ there had boon 
no melodious Dahte ; rough Practical Endeavoui^, Soandinaviaa 
and Other, frotn Odin to Wsl tcr" Raleigh, from Ulfila to- Cran-. 
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mer, enabled Shakspeare to speak. Niiy- the finished Poet, I 
remark sometimes, is a symptom that his epoch itself has renehed 
perfection and is finished ; that before long there will be a new 
epoch, new Reformers needed. - 

Doubtless it were finer, conld w© go along always in the way 
of mu^ f be tamed and taught by our Poets, as the rude crea- 
tures were by their Orpheus of -old.- -Or failing this rhythmic 
musical way, how good were it cDuld We get so much as into the 
^qtuUfle way ; I mean, if peofienbh Priests, reforming fr«m day to 
day, w^uld always suffice us \ But it is nX)t so ; even this latter 
has not yet been realised. Ahts, the battling Reformer too is, 
froni time to time, a needful and* inevitable phenomenon. Ob- 
structions are never wanting: the very things that were on^ 
indispensable furtherances become obstructions ; and need to be 
shaken off, and left behind us,— a* business often of enormous 
difl&culty. It is notable enough, surely, how a' Theorem or 
spiritual Representation, so we may call it, which once took-ift 
the^whole Universe, and was completely^ satisfactory in all parts 
of it to the highly discursive acute intellect of Dante, one of the 
gteatest in the world, — ^had in the course of another century 
become dubitable to eomnron intellects; become deniable; and 
is now7 to every one of us, flatly incredible, obsolete as Odin*s 
Theorem ! To Dante, human Existence, and God's ways with * 
men, were all well represented by thos€( Malebolges^ Purgatorios ; \ 
to Luther * not well. - How was this 1 Why could not Dante's 
Catholicism continue ; but Luther's Protestantism miist needs 
follow ? Alas, nothing will eontirvae. 

I do not make much of.' Progress of the Species,' as handled 
in these times of ours-f nor do I think you would care to hear 
much about it. The talk on that subject is too often of the most 
extravagant, confused sort. Yet I may say, the fact itself seems 
certain enough ; nay we can trace out the inevitable necessity of 
it in the nature of things. Erery man, as I have stated some- 
where, is nt)t-only a learner but a doer : he learns with the mind 
given him what has been ; but with the same mind he discovers 
farther, he invents and devises somewhat of his own. Absolute- 
ly without originality there is no man. No man whatever be- 
lieves, or can beHevej exactly what his grand&ther believed : he 

6» 
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((nlargds spmewhat, hj fresh discoyery, hia yiew-of tiie Universe, 
and copsequently his Theorem (^ the Umverse, — ^which is an 
ilifinUe Univerae^ and 'Can nefver be embraced wholly or finally by 
any view or Theorem, in any conceiyable enlargement : he en- 
larges somewhat, I say'; finds somewhat that was credible to his 
grandfatheE incredible to him, false to him, inconsistent 'with 
some new thing be has di^cotered or observed. It is the history 
of every man ; and in the history of Mankind we see it summed 
Up' into ^reat historical amounts,— ^-revolutions, new epochs, 
Dante'B- Mountain of Purgatory does noi stand -4n the ocean of 
the other Hemisphere,' when Columbus has once sailed thither'. 
Men find ^o such thing extant in the other Hemisphere. It is 
not there. It must cease to be believed to be therer So with all 
beliefs whatsoever in this world, — all Systems of Belief, and 
Systems -of Practice that Spring from these. 

If we add now thie melancholy feet thsttwhen Belief waxes un- 
oert^, Practice too becomes unsound, and errors, injustices and 
miseries eyerywhere more and more prevail, we shall^ see material 
enough for revolution. At all turns, a' man who- will do fe^ith- 
f ally, needs to believe firmly. If he have- to. ask at every turn 
the world^s suffrage, if he cannot dispense with the world's suf- 
frage, and make his own suffrage serve, he is a poor eye-servant^ 
the work committed to him will be mwdone. Every such man 
is a -daily contributor to the inevitable downfall. Whatsoever . 
work he does, dishonestly, with an eye to the outward look of it, 
is a new offence, parent of new misery to somebody or other. 
Offences accumulate till the^ become ij^eupportable; and- are 
•thfett violently burst through, cleared off as by explosion, Dante's 
sublime Catholicism, incredible now in -theory, and defaced still 
worse by faithless, doubtiaag and dishonest practice, has to be 
torn asunder by a Luther-:; Shakspeare's noble Feudalism, as 
beautiful as it once looked and was, has to end in a French Re- 
volution. The accumulation of offences is, as we ^ay, too. liter- 
ally exploded, blasted asunder Tolcanically ; and there are long 
troublous periods, before matters come to a settlement again. - 

Surely it were mournful enough to look Only at this face of 
the matter, and find in «all human opinions and arrangementii 
inerely the fao^ that they were- uncertain, temporary^ subject to 



hscT.tr, THE HERO AS PRIEST. m 

ihe law of .death ^ At botto^^, it k sot so: all deatk, here i^ 
we find, is but of the body, nat of the essenqe jar soul; all de^ 
structioi), by yioleut reyolutiqn or howsoever it be, is. but nev 
creation on a wider scale. . Odinism was Valour^ ChristianUQi 
was HumUityy a nobler kind of Taloor. Ko thought that ever 
dwelt honestly as true in the heart of man but was an honest in- 
sight into God's tr\^th on man's part, and has an essential truth 
in it which endures through all changes, an everlasting posses^ 
sion for us all. And, on the other hand, what a melancholy mo- 
tion is that, which has to represent all, men, in all countries an4 
times except, our own, as having s^ent their life in blind cqh* 
demnaUe error, mere lost pagans, Scandinavians, Mahoffietanm 
oi^ly thati we might have the true ultimate knowledge ! A^H g^ 
nerations of men were. lost and wrong, only that this pres^Bl 
little section of a generation might be ^ayed and right. They ilU 
marched forward there, all generations aince the beginning pf the 
world, like the Bussian soldiery into the ditch of Schweidnifs 
Fort, only to fill up the ditch with their dead bodies,, that 
we might march over and take the placel It, is an incredible 
hypothesis. , ; 

Such incredible hypothesis we have seen inaintalned with 
fierce emphasis ; and this or the other poor individual man, with 
his sect of individual men,, marching as over the dead ladies of 
all men, towards sure victory : but when -he too with his hypo- 
thesis and ultimate infallible qredo,. sank into the. ditch, and be- 
came a dead body, vl^at was to be said ?— Withal, it is an impor- 
tant fact in the native of man, that he tends to reckon his own 
insight as final, and goes upon it as fluch. He will always do it, 
I suppose, in one or the pfher ^wa/; but it must be in some 
wider^ wiser way than- this. Are not all true men that live, or 
that ever lived, soldiers of the same army ; enlisted, under Hea- 
ven's captaincy, to do battle against the same enemy, the empii:e 
of Darkness and Wrong ? Why shpuld we misknow one another, 
fight not against the enemy but against ourselves, from mere dif. 
ference of uniform ? All uniforms shall be good, so they hold in 
them true valiant ii^en. All fashions of %rms, the Arab turban 
and swift scimet^r, Thor's strong hammer smiting down Mtuns. 
shall be welcome, Luther's battle^oice, Pante> marchrmelpdy;. 
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kVL genuine things are with us, not against ns. We are rH under 
one Captain, soldiers of the same host. — Let us now look a little 
at thiB Luther's fighting ; what kind of battle it was; and how he 
eomported himself in it. Luther too was of our spiritual Heroes ; 
a Prophet to his country and time. '^ 

As introductory to the whole, a remark about Idolatry will per* 
hap%J)e in place here. One of Mahomef s eharacteristics, which 
indeed belongs to all Prophets, is unlimited implacable zeal 
against Idolatry. It is the graiid theme of Prophets; Idolatry, 
the worshipping of dead Idols as the Divinity, is a thing they 
cannot away with, but have to denounce continually, and brand 
with inexpiable reprobation; it is the chief of all the sins they 
dee done under the sun. This is worth noting. We will not en- 
ter here into the theological question about Idolatry. Idle is 
Eidolon^ a thing seen, a symbol. It is not Ged, but a Symbol of 
God ; and perhaps one mdy question whether any the most be- 
nighted mortal ever took it for more than a Symbol. I fancy, he 
did not think that the poor image his own hands had made was 
God ; but that God was emblemed by it, that God was in it some 
tray or other. And now in this sense, one may ask, Is riot all 
worship whatsoever a worship by Symbols, by eidola^ or things 
seen? Whether seen^ rendered visible as an image or picture to 
the bodily eye ; or visible only to the inward eye, to the imagina- 
tion, to the intellect : this makes a stiperficial, but no substantial 
diflFerence. ' It is still a Thing Seen, significatt of God ; »an Idol. 
The most rigorous Puritan has his Confession of Faith, and in- 
tellectual Representation of Divine things, and worships thereby ; 
thereby is worship first made possible for him. All creeds, litur- 
gies, religious forms, conceptions that fitly invest religious feelings, 
are in this sense eidola^ things seen. " AH worship whatsoever 
must proceed by Symbols, by Idols: — we may say all Idolatry 
is comparative, and the worst Idolatry is only more idolatrous. 

Where then lies the evil of it ? Some fatal evil must lie in it, 
or earnest prophetic men would not on all hands so reprobate it. 
Why is Idolatry so hateftil to Prophets ? It seems to me as if 
in the worship of those poor wooden symbols, the thing that had 
chiefly provoked the Prophet, and filled his inmost soul with in- 
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dighation and aversion, was not exactly what suggested itself to 
his own thought, and came out of -him in words to others, as the 
tHing. The rudest heathen that worshipped Canopug, or the 
Cabaah Black' Stone, he, as we saw, was superior to the horse 
that worshipped nothing at alii Nay there was a kind of last- 
ing n^erit in that poor act (tf his ; analogous to what is still mer- 
itorious in Poets ; recognition of a certain endless divine beauty 
and fiignificance in stars and all natural objects whatsocflier. 
Wliy' should the Prophet so mercilessly condemn him ? The 
poorest mortal worshipping his T'etish, while his heart is full of 
it, may be an object of pity, of contempt and avoidance, if you 
will ; but cannot surely be an object of hatred. Let his heart 
be honestly full of it, the whole space of his dark narrow mind 
illuminated thereby ; in one word let him entirely believe in his 
Fetish, — it will then be, I should say, if not -Well with him, yet as 
well as it can readily be made to be, and you will leave him 
alone, unmolested there. 

But here enters the fatal circumstance of Idolatry, that, in the 
era of the Prophets, no man's mind is any longer honestly filled 
with his Idol, or Symbol. Before" the Prophet can arise who, 
seeing through it, knows it to be mere wobd, many men must 
have begun dimly to doubt that it was little more. Condemnable 
Idolatry is insincere Idolatry. Doubt has eajten out the heart of 
it : a human soul is seen clinging spasmodically to an Ark of the 
Covenant, which it half -feels- now to have become a Phantasm. 
This is one of the balefulest sights. Souls are no longer ^/Zei 
with their Fetish ; but only pretend to be filled, and would fa^n 
make thetnselves feel that they are filled. " You do not believe,'* 
said Coleridge ; "yon only believe that you believe." It is the 
final scene in all kinds of Worship and Symbolism ; the sure 
symptom that death is now nigh. It is^ equivalent tb what we 
call Formulism, aiid Worship of Formulas, in these days of ours. 
No more immoral act can be done by a human creature ; for it is 
the beginning of all immorality, or rather' it is the impossibility 
henceforth of any morality whatsoever : the innermost moral 
soul is paralyzed thereby, cast into fatal magnetic sleep! Men 
are no longer sincere men. I do not wonder that the earliest 
man denounces this, brands it, prosecutes it with inextinguish- 
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able aversion. He ami it, all good attd it, are at death-feud. 
Blameable Idolatry is Cant^ and even whali one may call Sincere- 
Cant. Sincere-Cant : that is worth thinking of! Every sort of 
Worship ends with this phasis.— I find Luther to have been a 
Breaker of Idols, no less than any other Prophet. The wooden 
gods of the Koreish, made of timber and bees'-wax, were not 
more hateful tp Mahomet than Tetzel's Pardons of Siji, made of 
sha^skin and ink, were to Luther. It is the property of every 
Hero, in every time, in every place and situation, that he Ctae 
back to reality ; th^ he stands upon things,, and not shews of 
things. According as he loves, and venerates, articulately or 
with deep speechless thought, the awfiil realities of things; so, 
will the hollow shews of things, however regular, decorous, ac- 
credited by Kai:eishes or Conclaves, be intolerable and detest* 
able to him. Protestantism too is the work of a Prophet : the 
prophat-work of that sixteenth century. The first stroke of 
honest demolition to an ancient thing grown false and idolatrous ; 
jwreparatbry afar off to a newr thing, mrhich shall be true, and 
authentically divine ! — 

At first view it might seem as if Protestantism were entirely 
destructive to. this that we call Hero-worship, and represent as 
the basis of all possible good, religious or social, for mankind. 
One often hears it said that Protestantism introduced a. new 
era, radically different from any the world had ever seen before : 
th<3 era of * private judgment,' as they call it.. By this revolt 
against the Pope, every man became his own Pope 4 and learnt, 

Sng other things, that he must neVer trust any Pope, or spir- 
1 Hero-captain, any more ! . Whereby, is not spij-itual unioj^j 
all hierarchy and subordination ampng men, henceforth- an im- 
possibility ? So we hear it said. — Now I need not deny that 
Protestantism was a\revolt against spiritual sovereignties. Popes 
and much eleo. Nay I will grant that English Puritanism, re 
volt against earthly sovereignties^ was the second act of it : thatr 
the enormous French E<^olution itself was the third act, where- 
by all sovereignties earthly and spiritual were, as might seem, 
abolished or made sure of abolition. . Protestantism is the grand 
root from which our whole subsequent European History 
branches out. -For the spiritual will always body itself forth in 
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the teittporal kistorj,of zoen; the spiritual is the beginning of 
the temporal. . . And now, sure enough, the cry is everywhere for 
Liberty and Equality, Independence and so forth f instead of 
Kings, Ballot-boxes and Electoral suffrages : it seems made outf 
that any Hero-jsoyereign, or loyal obedience of men to a man, in 
things temporal or things spiritual, Jias passed, away forever from 
the world. 1 should despair «of the world altogether, if so. One 
of my deepest convictions is that it is not so. Without sovereigns, 
true sovereigns, temporal and spiritual, I see nothing possible 
hut an anarchy ; the. hatefulest of things. But I fiud Protestant? 
ism, whatever anarchic democracy it have produced, to be the 
beginning of new genuine sovereignty and order. I find it to 
be a revolt against /^5e sovereigns ; the painful bi:^t indispensable 
first preparative for tme sovereigns getting place among us! 
This is worth .explaining a little. , 

Let us remark, therefore, in the first place, that this of ' pri- 
vato- judgment' is, at bottom, not a new thing in the world, but 
only new at that epoch of the world. There is nothing generi* 
cally new or peculiar in the Reformation ; it was a return to 
Truth and Reality in opposition to Falsehood and Sen^blance, as 
all kinids of Improvement and genuine Teaching are and have 
been. Liberty of private judgment, if he will consider it, must 
at all times have existed in the world. Dante had not put out 
his eyes, or tied shackles on himself ; he was at home in that 
Catholicism of his, a free-seeing soul in it,— if many, a poor 
Hogstraten, Tetzel, and Dr. Eck had now become slaves -in it. 
Liberty of judgment ? No iron chain, or outward force of any 
kind, could ever ooui^l the soul of a man to believe or to disbe- 
lieve : it is his own indefeasible light, that judgment of his ; he 
will reign and believe there, by the grace of God alone ! The 
sorriest sophistical Bellarmine, preaching sightless faith and pas- 
sive obedience, must first, by some kind of conviction, have abdi 
cated his right to be convinced. His * private judgment' indica 
ted that, as the advisablest step he could take. The right of pri- 
vate judgment will subsist, in full force, wherever true men sub- 
sist. A true man believes with his whole judgment, with all the 
illumination and discernment that as in him, and has always so 
believed. A false man, only struggling to * believe that he be- 
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Keves/ will naturally manage it in some other way. Protestant- 
ism said to this latter, Woe ! and to the former, Well done ! At 
bottom it wa^ no new saying; it was a return to all old sayings 
that ever had been said. Be genuine, be sincere : that was, 
once more, the meaning of it. Mahomet believed with his 
whole mind ; Oditt with his Whole mindf — he, and all true Fol- 
lowers of Odinism. They, by their private judgment, had 
* judged' — so. . 

And now I venture to assert, that the exercise of private judg- 
ment, faithfully gone about, does by no means necessarily end in 
selfish independence, isolation ; biit rather ends necessarily in the 
opposite of that. It is not honest inquiry that makes anarchy ; 
but it is error, insincerity, half belief, and untruth that makes it 
A man protesting against error is on the way towards uniting 
himself with all men that believe in truth. There is no commu- 
nion possible among men who believe only in hearsays. The 
heart of each is lying dead ; has no power of sympathy even with 
thingSf--OT he would believe them and not hearsays. No sympa- 
thy even with things ; how much lesd with his fellow-men^ ! He 
cannot unite with nlen ; he is an anarchic man. Only in a world 
of sincere men is unity possible ; — ^and there^ in the long-run, it 
is as good as certain. 

' For observe one thing, a thing tod often left out of view, or 
rather altogether lost sight of in this controversy : That it is not 
necessary a man should himself have discovered the truth he is to 
believe in, and never so dncerely to believe in. A Great Man, we 
said, was always sincere, as the first condition of him. But a maft 
need not be greaf in order to be sincere ; that is not the necessity of 
Nature and all Time, but only of certain corrupt unfortunate epochs 
of Time. A man can believe, and make his own, in the most genu- 
ine way, what he has received from another ; — and with boundless 
gratitude to that other! The merit oi originality is not novelty; 
it is sincerity. The believing man is the original man ; whatsoever 
he believes, he believes it for himself, not for another. Every son 
of Adam can become a sincere man, an original man, in this sense ; 
no mortal is doomed to be an insincere man. Whole ages, what 
we call ages of Faith, are original, — ^all men in them, or the most 
of men in them, sincere. These are the great and fipuitfiil ages : 
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irery worker, in all spheres, is a worker not ii^ii senibhtoce but 
on Jaibstanee.; every work issues iu a result : the general ftum of 
such work i« great ^ for all of it, as genuine, tends towards one 
goal ; all of it is adcUlive^ notie of it subtractive. There is true 
union, true kingship, loyalty, all true and blessed thingSj'so far 
as the poor Earth can produce blessedness for men: Hero-wor- 
ship ? Ah me, that a man be self subsiatent, original, true, or 
what we call it, is surely the farthest in the world from indis- 
posing him io reverence and believe other men's truth ^ It only 
disposes, necessitates and mvincibly compels him to (disbelieve 
other men's dead ' formulas, hfearsays and untruths. A^ man 
embraces Irnth with his eyes open, arid because his eyfts are 
open : does he need to shut t}iem before he can love his Teacher 
of truth ? He alone can love, with a right gratitude and genu- 
ine loyalty of Soul, the HerO-Teacher who has delivered him out 
of dirknesH into light. Is not such a bne-a true Hero, and Ser- 
pent-queller, ; worthy of- all reverence ! - The black monster, 
Falsehood, our One enemy in' this world, lies prostrate by his val- 
our : it was he that conquered the world for us !-^See, accord- 
ingly, was not' Luther himself reverenced as a true Pope, or 
Spiritual Father, being verily such ? ' Napoleon,- from amid 
boundless revolt of Saiisculottism, became a King. Hero-worship 
never dies, nor can die. Loyalty and Sovereignty are everlasting 
in the world : — and there is this in them, that they are grounded 
not on garnitures ^d semblances, but on realities and sincerities. 
Not by shutting your eyes, your * private judgment ;* no*, but by 
opening them, and by having something to see 1 Luther's mes- 
sage was deposition and abolition to all fhlse Popes and Poten- 
tates, but life and strength, though afar off, to new genuine ones. 
All this of Liberty arid Equality, Electoral suffrages. Inde- 
pendence and so forth, we will take therefore, to be a temporary 
phenomenon, by no riieans a final one. Though likely to last 
a long time, with sad enough embroilments for us all, wo must 
welcome it, as the penalty of sins that are past, the pledge of in- 
estimable benefits that are coming. In all ways, it behoved men 
to quit siiriulacrar and return to fact ; cost what it might, that did 
behove to be done. With spurious Popes, and Believers having 
no private judgment, — quacks pretending to command over 
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dupes,^-what can you do ? Misery and mischief oaIj. You 
cannot make an association out of insincere men ; jou o^nnot 
build an edifice except by plummet and level, — at W^A^-angles to 
one- another ! In all this wild revolutionary work, from Protes- 
tantism down^yards, I see the blessedest result preparing itself: 
not. abolition of Hero-worship, but rather what I would call a 
whole world of Heroes. If Hero mean sincere many why may 
not every one of us be a Hero? A world all sincere, a believing 
world : the like has been ; the like will again be,— <;annot help 
being. That were the right sort of Worshippers for Heroes : 
never could the truly Better be so reverenced as where all were 
True ai^d Good !— -But we must hasten to Luther and his Life. 

Luther's birthplace was Eisleben in Saxony; he came into the 
world there on the lOth of November, 1483. It was an accident 
that gave this honour to Eisleben. His parents, poor mine-la- 
bourers in a village of that region, named Mohra, had gone to 
tl^e Eisleben Winter-Fair : in the tumult of this scene the Frau 
Luther was taken with trarail, found jrefuge in some^or house 
there, and the b©y she-boi:e was named Martin Luthee. 
Strange enough to reflect upon it. This poor Frau Luther, sljie 
had gone iv^ith her husband to make her small merchandisings; 
perhaps to sell the lock of yarn she had been spinning, to buy 
the small winter-'necessaries for her narrow hut or household : in 
the whole world, that day, there was not a more entirely unimport- 
ant looking pair of people than this Miner and his Wife. An4 
yet what were all Emperors, Popes and Potentates, in compar- 
ison ? There was born here, onpe more, a Mighty Man ; whosQ 
light was to flame as the beacon over long centuries and epochs 
of the wprldj the whole world and its history was waiting for 
this man. It is strange, it is great. It leads us back to another 
Birth-hour, in a still meaner environment. Eighteen Hundred 
years ago, — of which it is fit that we sai/ nothing, that we think 
only in silence ; for what words are there ! T^he Age of Miracles 
past? , The Age of Miracles is forever here ! — 

I find it altogether suitable to Luther's function in this Earth, 
and doubtless wisely ordered to that end by the Providence pre- 
siding over him and us and M tilings, that he was botn poor, and 



uecT. IV. T)Ei£ HERO AS PRIEST. 115 

I ■! ^i^— ^1 ■■ ■W^»^»^^W^I^W^^»^P^»^— IM^I^^^il^ II I I ■ l^-^M^i^^i^^^^^—^^B^M^^— ^^^^^M I ■■■■■■■■ l^lll I ■<■■■>■■■ ■ ■!■ .I^llll ■.■ 

brought xip poor, one of the poorest of men. He bad- to beg, as 
the scho(^-children in those times did ; singing for alms and 
bread, from door to door. - Hardship, rigorous Necessity was the 
poor boy's ctoipanion ; no man nor no thing "would put-on a false 
face to flatter Martin Luther. Among things, not among the 
shews of things, had he to grow. A boy of rude figure, yet with 
Weak health, with his latge greedy soul, full of all . £sieulty and 
sensibility, he suffered. greatly. But it was his task togetao*- 
quainted with' realitiesj and keep acquainted with them, at what- 
ever cost : his task was to bring the whole world back to reality, 
lor it had dwelt too long with semblance J A youth nursed up 
in wintry whirlwinds, in desolate darkness and difficulty, that he 
may step forth at last from his stormy Scandinavia, strong as a 
true m^n, as a god: a Christian Odin, — a right Thor onde more, 
with his thunder-hammer, to Smite asunder ugly enough Jotuns 
and Gianl^monsters ! 

Perhaps the. turning, incident of his life, we may fancy, was 
thikt death of his friend Alexis, by Hghtning, at the gate of Er- 
furt. Luther had smuggled up through boyhood, better and 
worse ; displaying in spite of jall hindrances the largest intellectr 
eager to learn : his father judging doubtless that he might pro- 
mote himself in the world, set him upon the. study of Law. This 
was the, pa^h to rise ; Lather, with little will in it either wayj 
had consented : he was now nineteen years of age. Alexis and 
he had been to. see the old Luther ^people at Mansfeldt ; were got 
back again near Erfurt, when a thunderstorm eame on ; the bolt 
struck Alexis, he fell dead at Luther's feet. What is this Lif6 
of ours? — gone in a moment, burnt up like a scrpll,.into the 
blank Eternity I What are all earthly preferments, Chaiftellor- 
ships, Kingships? They lie shrunk together — there! The 
^rth has 4)pened on them ; in a moment they are not, and Eter- 
nity is. , Luther, struck, to the heart, determined to devote him- 
self to God, and God's service alone. In spite of all dissuasions 
hom his father and others, he became a Monk in the Augustine 
Co0vent at Erfurt. 

This was probably the first light-pointin the history of Luther, 
his purer nvill now first decisively uttering itself ; but, for the 
present, it was still as one light-point in;an element all of dark- 
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Besis. He says he was* a pious meAk^'rcA Un ein fi'ommer Monch 
gewesesn ; faithfully, painfully «truggliDg to work out 'the"tri:rth 
of this high act of his ; but it was to little purpose. His misery 
had not lessened ; had rather, as it were, increased into infini- 
tude. The drudgeries he had to- do, ^ liovioe in his Convent, 
aH sorts of slave work, were not his grievance : the deep eiirhest 
soul of the man had fallen into all manner of black scruples, dii- 
bitations; he believed ^himself likely te die soon, and far worse 
than die. One hears with a new interest for poor Luther that, 
At this time, he lived in terror of the unspeakable lAisef y ; fan- 
cied that he was doomed to eternal reprobation. Was it not the 
bumble sincere nature of the man > What was he, that he should 
be raisfed to Heaven! He that had known only misery, and 
mean slavery : the news was too blessed to be credible: It could 
not become clear to him how, by fasts, vigils, formalities and 
mass-work, a man's soul could be saved. He fell into the black- 
est wretchedness ; had to wander staggering as oh the verge of 
bottbmless Despair. 

It must have been a most blessed discovery, that of an old 
Latin Bible which he found in the Erfurt Library about this 
time. He had never seen the Book before. It taught him an- 
other lessofi than that of fasts* and vigils. A brother monk too, 
of pious experience, was helpful. Luther learned now that a man 
was saved not by pinging masses, but by the infinite grace of 
God : a more credible hypothesis. : He gradually got himself 
founded, as on the rock. No wonder he i^hould venerate the Bi- 
ble, vhich had brought this "blessed help to him. *He prized it 
as the Word of the Highest must be prized by such a man'. He 
deterJIined to hold by that-; us through life and to death he 
firmly did.' . - . 

This then is his deliverance from darkness, his final triumph 
over darkness, what we call his eonversion ; for himself the most 
important of all epochs. That he should now grow daily in peace 
and clearhess ; that, uUfolding now the great talents and virtues 
implanted in him, he should rise to importance in his Convent, 
in his country, and be found more and more useful in all honest 
business of life,as ^ natural, result. He was, sent on' missions by 
his Augustine -Order, as a man of talept and fidelity fit to do 
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their basiness well : the Elector r6f. Saxony, Friedrioh, named the 
Wi^e, a iruly wise and just prince, had cast his eye on him as 9 
Tftluable person ; made him Professor in his new University of 
Wittenberg,. Preacher too at Wittenberg; in both which capaci- 
ties, as in all duties he did, this Luther, in the peaceable sphere 
of.co^oimon life, wi^ gaining more and more esteem witb alLgood 
men- 

It was in his twenty-seyenth year that he first saw Borne; be: 
ing sent thither, ^s I said, on mission from his Convent. Pope 
Julius thjB Second, and whi|t was gpjng on at Eome, must haye 
filled the mind of Luther with amazement. He had come as tp 
the Sacred .City, throne pf <jrod'8 Highpriest on Earth ; and he 
found it — ^what we knowl Many thoughts it mjost have given 
iiie man ; many which we have no record of, which ^perhaps, he 
did not hii&self ki^ow how to utter. This Home, this scene of 
&lse priests, clothed not in the beauty of holiness, but in far 
tether vesture, is false : but what is it ta. Luther ? A neiean mair 
he, how shall he reform a world ? That was fiir from his thpughts. 
A humble, solitary man, why should he at all meddle with the 
world ? It was the task of quite higher men than he. His busi- 
ness was to guide his own footsteps wisely through the world. 
Let him. do his own obscure duty in it well; the rest, horrible 
and dismal as it looks, is in God's hand, not in his. 

It is. curious to reflect what might have been, the issue, had 
Ropaan Popery happened to pass this Luther by ; to go on in its 
great wasteful orbit, and not come athwart his little path, and 
force him to assault it! Conceivable, enough that, in iihis case, 
b& might have held hia peace about the abuses of Rome ; left 
Providence, and God on high, to deal with them i A modest 
quiet man ; not prompt he to attack irreverently persons in* au- 
Uiority. His clear . task, as I say, was to do his own duty ; to 
walk wisely in this world of confused wickedness, and save his 
own soul alive. But the Roman Highpriesthood did come athwart 
him : afar off at Wittenberg he^ Luther, could not get lived, in 
honesty for it ; he remonstrated, resisted, came to extremity ; 'was 
struck at, struck again, and so it came to -wager of battle between 
theml . This is worlh attending to, in Luther's history. Perhaps 
no man of se humble, peaceable a disposition eyer filled the world 
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with oontention. We cannot but see that he would haye loved 
priTacj, quiet diligence in the shades that it was against his will 
he ever became ^ notoriety. Notoriety : what wo^ld that do for 
him? The goal of his march through this world was the Infinite 
Heaven ; an^ indubitable goal for him: in a few years, he shotdd 
either have attained that, or loist it forever ! We will say nothing 
at all, I think, of that sorrowfulest of theories, of its being some 
mean shopkeeper grudge, of the Augustine Moiik against the Do- 
minican, that first kindled the wrath of Luther, and produced tbe 
Protestant Reformation. We will -«ay to the people who main- 
tain it, if indeed any such exist now : Get first into the sphere of 
thought by which it is so much ks possible to judge of Luther, or 
of any man like Luther, otherwiE^ than distractedly ; we may 
then begin arguing with you. 

The Monk Tetzel, sent out carelessly in the way of trade, by 
Leo Tenth, — ^who merely wanted to raise a little money, and for 
the rest seems to have been a Pagan rather than a Christian, so 
far as he was anything, — arrrved at Wittenberg, and drove his 
scandalous' trade there. Luther's flock bought Indulgences ; in 
the confessional of his Ohurch, people pleaded to him that they 
had already got their sins pji;rdoned. Luther, if he would not be 
found wanting at his own post, a false sluggard and coward at 
the very centre of the little space of ground that was his owti 
and no other man's, had to step forth against Indulgences, and 
declare aloud that thei/ were a futility and sorrowful mockery, 
that no man's sins could be pardoned by them. It was the be^ 
ginning of the whole Reformation. We know how it went ; for- 
ward from this first public challenge of Tetzel, on the last day of 
October 1517, through remonstrance and argument; — spreading 
ever wider, rising ever higher; till it became unquenchable, and 
enveloped all the world. Luther's heart's-desire was to have 
this grief and other griefs amended ; his thought was still far 
other than that of introducing separation in the Church, or re- 
volting against the Pope, Father of Christendom.— The elegant 
Pag^n Pope cared little about this Monk and his doctrines; 
wished, however, to have done with the npise of him: in a space 
of some three years, having tried various softer methods, he 
thought good to end it by fire. He doomd the Monk's writings 
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to be burnt by tke hatkgman, and bis body to be sent bound to 
Bomo — probably for a similar purpose. It was the way they 
bad endcid with Huss, with Jerome, the eentury befof e. A short 
argument, fire. Poor Huss : he cam6 to that Constance Council, 
with all imaginable promises add safe-eonducts ; an earnest, not 
rebellious kind of man : they laid him. instantly in a stone dun- 
geon ' three feet wide, six feet high, seven feet long ;' burnt the 
true voice of him out of this world ; choked it in smoke and fire. 
That was noi well done I 

I, for one, pardon Luther for now altogether revolting against 
the Pope. The elegant Pagan, by this fire-decree of his, had 
kindled into noble just wrath the bravest heart theti liviiig in 
this world. The bravest, if also one of the humblest, peacea- 
blest; it was now kindled.' These words of mine, words of truth 
aad soberness^, aiming faithfully, as human inability would allow, 
to promote Gdd^ truth on Earth, and save men's souls, you, 
Gt>d's vicegerent on -earth, answer them by the hangman and 
fire ? You will bum jne and thmn, for answer to the God^s-ines- 
sage they strove to bring yon? You are not God's vicegerent ; 
you are another's than his, I think.! * I take your Bull, as an em- 
parchmented Lie, and burn if. You will do what you see good 
next : this is what I do.-^It wfts on the ten£h of December 1520, 
three years after the beginning of the business, that Luther 
* with a great concourse of people,' took this indignant step of 
burning the Pope's fire-decree 'at the Elster-Gate of Witten- 
berg.' Wittenberg looked on ' with shdutings ;' the whole world 
was looking on. The Pope should not have provoked that ^ shout !* 
It was the shout of the awakening of nations. The quiet German 
heart, modest, patient of much, had at length got more than it 
could bear. Formulism, Pagan Popism, and other Falsehood 
and corrupt Semblance had ruled long enough: and here onoe 
more waff a^ man found who durst tell all men that God'S-world 
stood not on semblances but on realities ; that Life was a truth, 
andiM>t-a lie ! 

At bottom, as was said above, we are to consider Luther as a 
Prophet Idol-breaker ; a bringer back of men to reality. It is 
the function of great men -and teachers. Mahomet said. These 
idols of yours are wood ; you put wax and oil 6n them/ the fiies 
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stick, on them:,tiiey are npt God, I telLyoU| they -are bkck 
wood I Luther said to the Pope, This thing of yours' that you 
call a Pardoo of Sins, it is a bit of rag-paper with ink. It is 
nothii^g else.; it, and so much like it, is nothing 'else. God aioiie 
can pardon sins. Popeship, spiritual F.atherhood of God's Ohurch, 
is that a vain semblance, of cloth and parchment ? • It is an aVr^' 
ful fact. God's ClmiTch is not^a semblaodce, Heaven and Hell are 
npt semblances. I stand on this, siuce you drive me to ii 
Standing on this^I a poor German Monk am stronger thanyoa 
all. I stand solitary, friendless bnt on God's Truth ; you with 
your tiaras, triple-hats, with y<]iur treasuries and armori^, thun^' 
ders spiritual and temporal, stand jOu the Pevii's Lie, and are not 
so strong !■ — 

The Diet of Worms, Luther's appearance there on the Uth. 
of April 1521, may be considered as the greatest seene in Modera, 
European History ; Uie point, indeed, ^'om which the whole- sub- 
sequent history of civilization takes its rise. After multiplied 
negotiations, disputations, it had come to this. The young Em- 
peror Charles Fifth,^with all the Princes of Germany, Papal 
nuncios, dignitaries spiritual and temporal:, are assembled there : 
Luther is to appear and answer for himself whether he will recant 
or not. The world's pomp and power sits there on this hand : on 
that, stands up for God's Truth, one man, the poor miner Hans. 
Luther's Son. Friends had reminded him of Huss, advised him 
not to go ; he would not be advised. A large company of friejids . 
rode out to meet him, with still more earnest warnings ; he an- 
swered, " Were there as many Devils in Worms as there ^re roof- 
tiles, I would on." The people, on the niorrow, ^ui. ke^ went to- 
the Hall of the Diet, crowded the windows and housetops, some 
of them calling out to him, in .sdlemn words, not to recant: 
" Whosoever denieth me before men !" they i^ried to him, — as in 
a kind of solemn petition and adjuration. Was'itnot in reality 
our petition too, the petition of the whole world, lying in- dark 
bondage of soul, paralysed under a black spectral Nightmare end 
triple-hatted Chimera, calling itself Father in God, and what 
not: *' Free us; it rests with thee ; desert us not !" Luther 4id 
not desert us. His speech, of two hours, distinguished itself by 
its respectful, wise and honest tone ; submissive to whfttsoever 
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eould lawfully claim submission, not submissive to any m(Mre than 
that. His writings, he said, were partly his own, partly derived 
•from the Word of God. As to what was his own, human infirm- 
ity entered into it-; unguarded anger, blindness, many things 
doubtless, which it were a blessing for him could he abolish alto- 
gether. But. as to what stood on sound truth and the Word of 
God, hd- could not recant it. How could he? " Confute me," 
he cancluded, " by proofs of Scripture, or else by plain just argu- 
ments : I cannot recant otherwise. For it is neither safe nor 
prudent to do aught against conscience. ' Here stand I; I Can 
do no-^ther : God assist me!"-^It is, as We Say, the greatest mo- 
ment in the Modern History of Men. English Puritanism, Eng- 
land and its Parliaments, Americas, and vast work these two 
centuries ; French Revolution, Europe and its work everywhere 
at present : the cerm of it all lay there : had Luther in that mo- 
ment done other, it had all been otherwise ! The European 
World was asking him : Am I to sink ever lower into falsehood, 
stagnant putrescence, loathsome accursed death ; or, with what- 
ever paroxysm^ to oast the falsehoods aut of me, and be cured 
and live ?-^ 

^ Great wars, contentions, and disunion followed out of this Re- 
formation ; which last down to our day, and are yet far from 
ended. Great talk and crimination has been made about these. 
They are lamentable, undeniable ; but after all, what has Luther 
pr his cause to do with them ? It seems strange reasoning to 
charge the Reformation with all this. When Hercules turned 
the purifying river into King Augea's stables, I have no doubt 
the confusion that resulted was considerable all around : but I 
think it was not Hercules's blame; it was some other's blame 1 
The Reformation might bring what results it liked when it came, 
but the RefcMrmation dimply eould not help coming. To all Popes 
and Popes' advocates, expostulating, lamenting and accusing, the 
answer of the world is : Once for all, your Popehood has become 
untrue. No matter how good it was, how good you say it is, afo 
cannot believe it ; the light of our wbole mind, given us to walk 
by from Heaven above, finds^ it henceforth a thing unbelievable. 
We-will not believe it, we will not try-to believe it, — we dare not ! 

7 
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The thing is uTiirue; we were traitors against the Giver of all 
Truth, if we dnrst pretend to think it t^nie. Away with it ; let 
whatsoever likes eome in the place of it ; with it we can have no 
farther trade! — Lather and his Protestantism is not resnonsiUe 
for wars; the false Simulacra that forced him to protest, thej are 
responsible. Luther did what every man that GUmI has made has 
not only a right, but lies under the sacred duty, to do : answered 
a Falsehood when it questioned him. Dost thou believe me?-;— 
— ^No ! — At what cost soever, without counting of costs, this thing 
behoved to be done. Union, organisation spiritual and material, 
a far nobler than any Popedom or Feudalism in their truest daya, 
I never doubt, is ooming for the world ; Bure to come. But on 
Fact alone, not on Semblance and Simulacrum, will it be Me 
either to come, or to stand when come. With union grounded 
on fftlsehood, and ordering us to speak and act lies, we will not 
have anything to do. Peace ? A brutal lethargy is peaceable, 
the noisome grave is peaceable. We hope for a living peace, not 
a dead one ! 

And yet, in prizing justly the indispensable Messings of the 
New, let us not be unjust to the Old. The Old was true, if it no 
longer is. In Dante's days it needed no sophistry, self-blinding 
or other (jlishonepty, to get itself reckoned true. It was good 
then ; nay there is in the soul of it a deathless good. The cry 
of ' No Popery,' is foolish enoij^h in these days. The specula- 
tion that Popery is on the increase, building new chapels and so 
forth, may pass for one of the idlest ever started. Very curious : 
to count Up a few Popish chapels, listen to a few Protestant k>gio- 
ohoppings, — to much dull-droning drowsy inanity that still calls 
itself Protestant, and say : See Protestantism is dead ; Popism 
is more alive thaa it, will be alive after iit — Drowsy inanities, 
not a few, that call themselvea Protestant are dead ; but Protest- 
antism has not died yet, that I hear of 1 Protestantism, if we 
will look, has in these days produced its Goethe, its Napoleon ; 
German Literature and the French Revolution ; rather consider- 
able dgns of lif6 ! Nay, at bottom, what else is alive but Protest- 
']itism ? The life of most else that one meets is a galvanic one 

)rely, — ^not a pleasant, not a lasting sort of life ! 

nk)pery can bi)i^d new chapels ; welcome to do so, to all lengths. 

its ■ ' ■ ■ • ■ ■ ' 
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Popery eaimot oome back, any more than Paganism can,-^— ti^AtcA 
also bUII lingers in some countries. But, indeed, it is with these 
things, as with the ebbing of the sea : you look at the waves oscil- 
lating hither, thither on the beach ; for minutes yon cannot tell 
how it is going ^ look in half an hour where it is, — ^look in half a 
century where ^your Popehood is ! Alas, would there were no 
greater danger to our Europe than the poor oid Pope^ reviyal ! 
Thor mi^ as soon try to revive. — And withal this oscillation has 
a meaning. The poer old Popehood wHl not die away entirely, as 
Thor has done, foi* some time yet ; nor ought it. We may say, 
the Old never dies till this happen, Till all the soul of good that 
waff in it have got itself transfused into the practical New. 
While a good work remains citable of being done by the Bomish 
form ; or, wbat is indusive of all, while a pious life remains capa- 
ble of being led by it, just so long, if we conrnder, will this or the 
other human soul adopt it, go- about as a living witness of it. So 
long it will obtrude itself on the eye of us who reject it, till we in 
our practice too have appropriated whatsoever qi truth was in it 
Then,. but also not till then, it will have no charm more for any 
man. It lasts here for a purpose. Let it last as long as it can. — 

Of Luther I will add now, in reference to all these wars and 
bloodshed, the noticeable fact that none of them began so long as 
he continued living. The controversy did not get to fighting so 
long as he was there. To me it is proof of his greatness in all 
senses, this £Eict. How seldom do we find a man that has stirred 
up some vast commotion, who does not himself perish, swept away 
in it ! Such is the usual courde of revolutionists. Luther con- 
tinued, in. a good degree, sovereign of this greatest revolution ; 
all Protestants, of what rank or function soever, looking much to 
him for guidance : and he held it peaceable, continifed firm at the 
centre of it. A man to do this must have a kingly faculty : he 
must have the gift to discern at all turns where the true heart of 
the matter lies, and to plant hintself courageously on that, as f^ 
strong true man, that other true men may rally round him ther^j 
He will not continue leader of men otherwise. Luther's c)-*®'- 

deep force of judgment, his force of all sorts, of silence^ of toler^ ^*" 

^t,wa8 
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and moderation, among others, are very notable in these circum- 
stances. 

'Jolerance^ I say ; a very genuine kind of tolerance ; he distin- 
guishes what is essential, and what is not ; the unessential may 
go very much as it wUl. A complaint comes to him that such 
and such a Beformed Preacher ' will not preach without a cas- 
sock.' Well, aixswers Luther, what harm will a cassock do the 
man ? ^ Let him have a cassock to preach in ; let him have three 
cassocks if he find benefit in them ! ' His conduct in the matter 
of Karlstadt's wild image-breaking ; of the Anabaptists ; of the 
Peasants' War, shews a noble strength, very difierent from spas- 
modic violence. With sure prompt insight he discriminates what 
is what : a strong just man, he speaks -forth what is> the wise 
course j and all men follow him in that. liuther's Written Works 
give similar testimony of him. The dialect of these Speculations 
is now grown obsolete for us ; but one still reads them with a 
singular attraction. And indeed the mere grammatical diction 
is stiU legible enough; Luther's merit in lit^ary history is df 
the greatest: his dialect became the language of all Writing. 
They are not well written, these Four-and-twenty Quarto's of his ; 
written hastily, with quite other than literary objects. But in no 
Books have I found a more robust, genuine, I will say noble faculty 
of a man than in these. A rugged: honesty, homeliness, simpli- 
city ; a rugged steiiing sense and strength. -He Bashes out illu- 
mination from him ; his smiting idiomatic phrases seem' te cleave 
into the very secret of the matter. Good humour to6, nay tender 
afiection, nobleness, and depth : this man could have been a Poet 
too ! He had to work an Epic Poem, not write one. I call him 
a great Thinker; as indeed his greatness of heart already be- 
tokens that. 

Bichter says of Luther's words, ' his words are half-battles.* 

They may be called so. The essential quality of him was, that 

he could fight and conquer ; that he was a right piece of Human 

Valour. No more valiant man, no. mortal heart to be called 

''aver, that one has record of, ever lived in that Teutonic Kin- 

\d, whose character is valour. His defiance of the ' Devils' in 

i^s was not a mere boast, as the like might be if now spoken. 

its^ a faith of Luther's that there were Devils, spiritual deni- 
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sens of the Pit, continuallj besetting men. 'Many times, in huk 
writings,- this turns up ; and a most small sneer has been 
grounded on it by some. In the room of the Wartburg where 
he sat translating the Bible, they still shew you a black spot on^ 
the wall ; the strange memorial of one of these confliots. Lu- 
ther sat translating one of the Psalms ; he was worn doVm with 
long labour, with sickness, abstinence^ from food : there rose be^ 
fore him some hideous indefinable Image, which he took for the 
£yil One, to forbid his work: Luther started Up, with fiend de- 
fiance ; fiung his inkstand at the spectre, and it disappeared ! 
The spot still remains there ; a curious monument of sereral 
things. Any apothecary's apprentice- can now tell us what we 
are to think of this apparition, in a scientific sense: but the 
man's heart that dare rise defiant, face to face, against Hell it' 
self, can give no higher proof of fearlessness. The thing' he 
will quail before, exists not on this earth or under it. — ^Fearless 
enough 1 < The Devil is aware,' writes he on one occasion, 'that 
< this does not proceed out of fear in me. I have seen and defied 
* innumei^ble Devils. Duke George,' of Leipzig, a great enemy 
of his, ' Duke George is not equal to one Devil,' — ^far gdiort oi a 
Devil! 'If I had business at Leipzig, I would ride into Leip- 
zig though it rained Duke^Georges for idne days running.' 
What a reservoir of Dukes to ride into ! — 

At the same time, they err greatly who imagine that this 
man'« courage was ferocity, mer^ coarse disobedient obstinacy 
and savagery, as many do. Far from that.' There may be an 
absence of fear which arises from the absence of thought or af- 
fection, from the presence of hatred and stupid fury. We do 
not v^ue the courage of the tiger highly 1 With Luther it was 
fitr otherwise ; no accusation could be more unjust than this of 
mere ferocious violence brought against himi A most gentle 
heart withal, full of pity and loVe, as indeed the truly valiant 
heart ever is. The tiger before a stronger fo6 — flies the tiger is 
not what we oall valiant, only fierce and cruel. ] know few 
things more touching than those soft breathings of affection, 
soft as a child'^ or a -mother's,- in this great wild heart o/ Luther. 
So honest, unadulterated with any cant ; homeily, rude in their ut- 
terance ; pure as water welling from the rock. What, in fact, was 
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all that dowBpr«8sed mood of dei^air and xeprobation, which ve 
jBaw in his youth, hut ihe outcome of preemineot thoughtful gen- 
tleness, affections too keen and fine ? It is the course such men 
aa the poor Poet Cowper fall into. Luther, to a slight ohseryer, 
might haye.^emed a timid, weak man ; modesty, affectionate 
shrinking tenderness the chief distinction of him. It is a nohle 
valour which is roused in a heart like this, once stirred up into 
defiance ; all kindled into a heavenly hlazCv 

In Luther's Table-talk, a pos^umous Book of anecdotes and 
sayings collected hy hisiriends, the most interesting now of all the 
Books proceeding from him, we .have many heautiful unconscious 
displays of the man, and what sort of nature he had* His be- 
haviour at the deathbed of his little Daughter, so still, so great 
and loving, is among the. most affeeting things.^ He is resigned 
that his little Magdalene should die, yet longs inexpressibly thai 
she might live ; — follows, in awestruck thought, the flight of her 
little, soul through those unknown realms. Awestruck ; most 
heartfelt, we can see ; and sincere, — for after all dogmatic creeds 
and articles, he feels what nothing it is that we know, or can 
know : His little Magdalene shall be with God, as God wills ; 
for Luther too that is all ; Islam is all. 

Once^ he looks out from his solitary Patmos, the Castle of Go- 
burg in the middle of the night : The great vault of Immensity, 
long flights of clouds sailing through it, — dumb, gaunt^ huge : — 
who supports all that ? ^' None ever saw the pilkra of it ; yet it 
is.supported." God supports it. We must know that God is 
great^ that Ood is good ; and trust, where we cannot see. — Be- 
ti:^rning home frbrn^ Leipzig once, he is struck by the beauty of 
the hfirvest-fields : How it stands, that golden yellow com, on 
its fair taper stem, its golden head bent, all rich and waving there, 
—the meek £arth, at God's kind bidding, has produced it once 
again ; the bread -of man ! — ^In the garden at Wittenberg one 
evening at sunset, a little bird has perched ^r the night: That 
little bird, says Luther, above it are the stars and deep Heaven 
of worlds ; yet it has folded its little, wings ; gone trustfully to 
rest there as in its ho^ne : the Maker of it has given it too a 
home i • ■ Neither are mirthful turns wanting: there i&a greai 
free human heart in ihm man . The joommon speech of him luur 
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a rugged nobleness, idiomatie, e^pressivej genuine ; gleams here 
and there with beautiM poetic tints. Otke feels him to be a 
great brother man. His love of Music, indeed, is not this, as it 
were, the summary of all these affections in him ? Many a wild 
unutterability he spoke forth from him in the tones of his flute. 
The Devils fled from his flute, he says. Death-defiance x)n the 
one hand, and suchlove of music on the other : I could call these 
the two opposite poles of a great soul ; between these two all 
great things had room. 

Luth^r^s &ce i» to me expressire of him ; in Elraneoh's best 
portraits I find the true Luther. A rude, plebeian &ce ; with its 
huge crag-like brows and bones, the emblem of rugged energy ; 
at first, almost a repulsive £ace. Yet in the eyes especially there 
18^ a wild silent sorrow ; an unnameable melancholy, the element 
of all gentle and fine affections y giving to the rest the true stamp 
of nobleness. Laughter was in this Luther, as we said ; but tears 
also were there. Tears also were appointed him : tears and hard 
toil. The basis of his life was 'Sadness, Earnestness. In his lat- 
ter days, after all triumphs and victories, he expresses himself 
heartily weary of Uving ; he considers that God alone can and 
will regulate the course things are taking, and that perhaps the 
Day of Judgment is not far. As for him, he longs for one thing: 
that God would release him from his labour, and let him depart 
and be at refit, ^hey understand little of the man who cite this 
in discredit of him !^ — I will call this Luther a true Great Man ; 
great in intellect, in courage, affecHon and integrity ; one of our 
most loveable and precious men. Great, not as a hewn obelisk; 
but as an Alpine mountain, — so simple, honest, spontaneous, not 
setting up to be great at all ; ther^ for quite another purpose than 
being great ! Ah yes, unsubduable granite, piercing feurand wide 
into the Heavena ; — ^yet in the clefts of it Tountains, green beauti- 
ful valleys with flowers t A. right Spirituid Hero and Prophet ; 
onee more, a true Son of Nature and Faet, for whom these cen- 
turies, and many that are to come yet, will be thankful to Heaven. 

The most interesting phasis whieh the Reformation anywhere 
assumes, especially for us English, is that of Puritanism. In 
Luther's own country, Protestantism «oon dwindled into a rather 
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iMirren a&ir : not a religion or fiuth, bnt rather noW a theological 
jangling of argument, the proper seat of it not the heart ; the 
essence of it sceptical contention : which indeed has jangled more 
and more, down to Voltairism itself) — through GustaYua-Adolphus 
c^ntentiona onward to French-Keyolution ones I But in our Island 
there arose a Puritanism, which even, got itself estahlished as a 
Preshyterianism and National Ohureh among the Scotch ; which 
came forth as a> real business of the heart ; and has produced in 
the world yery notable fruit. In some senses, one may say it ia the 
only phasis o{ Protestantism ^at ever got to the rank of being a 
Faith, a true heart-communication with Heaven, and of exhibiting 
itself in History as auch. We must spare a few words for Knox ; 
himself a brave and remarkable man f but still more important as 
Chief Prieat and Founder, which one may oonBider him to be, of 
the Faith that became Scotland's, JS^w England's, Oliver CroQi- 
well's. History will have something to say about tbis,'f(Mr some 
time to ^oome 1 

We may censure Pjiritanism aif we please ; and no one of us, I 
suppose, but would find- it a Tory rough defective thing. But 
we, and all men, may understand Ihat it was a genuine thing ; 
for Nature has adopted it, and it has grown, and grows. J say 
sometimes, that idl goes by wager of battle in this world ; that 
strength^ well uniier stood, is the. measure ti vXi worth. Give a 
thing time ; if it can succeed, it ia a right thing. Look now at 
American Saxondom ;- and at that little Faot ef the sailing of 
the Mayflower, two hundred years ago, from Delft Haven in 
Holland ! Were we of- open sense as the Greeks were, we had 
found a Poem here; one of Nature'a own Poems, such as she 
writes in broad faets over great continents. For it was properly 
the beginning of America: there were straggHng settlers in 
America before, some tuaterial as of a body was there ; but the 
soul of it was first this. Those poor men, driven «ut of their 
own country, not able well ta live in ''Holland, determine on set- 
tling in the New World. Bl^k untamed forests are there, and 
wild savage creatures ; but not so cruel as Star-chamber hang- 
men. They thought the Earth would yield them food, if they 
tilled honestly ; the everlasting SeaVen would stretchy there too^ 
overhead ; they should be left in peace, to prepare for Eternity 
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by liyiiig well in tlua world of Time ; worshipping in what they 
thought the true^ not the idolatrous way. They clubbed their 
small means togethei; ; hired a ship, the little ship Mayflower, and 
made r^dy to set saU. In NeaVs History of the Puritans is An 
account of the ceremony of their departure:* solemnity, we 
might call it rather, for it was a real aet of worship. Their 
•minister went down with them to the beach, and thelr> brethern 
whom they were to leave behii^d; all joined in solemn prayer 
Thai God would have pity on His poor children, and go with 
them into that waste wilderness, for He also had made that, He 
was. there also as well as here«-<— Hah 1 These men, I think, had. 
a work I The weak thing, weaker than a child, becomes, strong 
one day, f if it be a true thing. Pi^ritai^sm was^ only jdespicabje, 
iMighabk. then-7 but nobody can mintage to laugh at it now. 
Puritanism has got weapons and sinews ; it has. fire-arms, war- 
nayie3 ; it has cunning in its ten ^fingers, strength in its right 
arm : it can steer ships, fell forests, remove mountains ; — it is onc^ 
of the* strongest things under this>Bun at present! 

In the history of Scotland too^ I can. find properly but one 
epoch: we may say, it contauis nothing of ^world-interest at all 
but this. Eeformation by Knex. A poor barren eountry, full <^ 
'Continual broils, dissension^, massacrimg^ ; a people^ in the last 
«tate of rudeness and destitution, little J)etter perhaps than Ire- 
land at this -day. Hungry fierce barons,, not so much as able to 
form -any arrangen^entwith each other how to 4i^idifi what they 
fleeced from these poor drudges; but obliged,^s the Columbian 
Republics are at this <i^y, to make of every ^Iteratibn a revolu- 
tion ; no way of changing a ministry but by hanging the old 
ministers on gibbets : this is a histerieal spectacle of no very 
singular {Significance I ^ Bravery' enough, «I doubt not; fierce 
fighting in abundance : but not braver or fiercer than that of 
their old Scandinavian Sea-king ancestors; whose &3L]p\oita we* 
.ha^e not found worth dweUing on 1 » It .is ^ coyuntry as yet with- 
out a soul; nothing developed in it but what is rude, external, 
Beml-animaL And now at the Beformation, the internal life is 
kindled, ias it were, under the ribs of this outward material death. 
A cause, ihe^ noblestof pauses kindles itself, like a beacon set oh 

♦ N«al(L«ad9n, 1765), i. 400. 
7* 
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h^h \ high as Heaven, yet attainable from Earth ;«— whereby the 
meanest man becomes not a Citizen only, but a Member of 
Christ's visible Church ; a yeritable Hero, if he ptove a tme 
inanl 

Well ; this is what I mean by a whole ' nation of heroes ;' a 
beUemng nation. There needs not a great soul to make a hero ; 
there needs a god-created soul which will be true to its origin ;• 
that will be a great soull The like has been seen^we find. 
The like wiil be again seen, under wider forms than the Presby- 
terian : there* can be no lasting good done till then. — Impossible! 
say some. Possible ? ' Has it not ifeen, m this world, as a psae- 
tised^fact 1 Did Hero-worship fail in Knox's- case ? Or are we 
made of other clay now? Did the Westminster Confession of 
Fftith add some new property to the soul of man ? Qx>d made 
the soul of man. He did not doom any soul of man toiive as a 
Hypothesis' and Hearsay, In a world filled with- saoh, and with 
the fatal work and fruit of suchl- — — 

But to return : This that Knox did for his Nation, I say, we 
may really call a resurrection as from death. It was not a 
smooth business p but it Was welcome surely,, and cheap at that 
price, had it been far rougher. On the whole, cheap- at any 
price ;— as life^ is. The . people began to live : they <needed firtft 
of all to do that, at what cost and costs soerer. Scotoh Litera- 
ture and Thought, Bootch Industry j James Watt, David Hume, 
Walter Scott, Robert Bums : I find Knox and the Reformation 
acting'in the heart's cor£r of every one of these persons and phe- 
nomena; r find that without the Reformation they would not 
have been. Or what of Scotland ? The Puritanism of Sootiand 
became that of Englaild,^f New England. A tumult in the 
High Church of Bdinburgh spread into a universal ^battle and 
struggle over allthese realms ; — ^there came out, after fifty years 
struggling, what we all call the < Glorious Revolution,' a Habeas- 
Corpus Act, Free Parliaments, and much elset — Alas, is it not 
too true what we said, That ^any men in the van do alway», like 
Russian soldiers, march into the ditch of Schwiednitz, and fill it 
up with their dead bodies, that the rear may pass ov^r them dry- 
shod, and gain the^ honour ? How many earnest rugged Ovom* 
wells, Knoxes, poor Peasant Covenanters, wrestling, battlihg for 
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Tery life, in rough miry pla^efl, have to straggle^ and flnfler, and 
fidl, greatly c^naured, defiuree2,-^before a beautiful Revolution^ 
Eighty-eight can «tep oyer them in official pump9 and ailk-^took- 
ingfi, with uniyersal three-times-three! 

^ It seems to ine hard measure that this Scottish man, now 
after three -hpudred years, should have to plead like a culprit be* 
fore the= world ; intrinsically for having beei^ in such .way as it 
was then possible^ to be*, the bravest of all Scotchmen ! Had^ hji 
been a poor Half and-half, he could have crouched into the op]>. 
ner, like s» many others ; Scotland had nat been delivered ; and 
Knex had been without -blame. Be is the one. Scotchman .to 
whom, of all others, his country and the^ world owe a debt. He 
has tfO {dead that Scotland would forgive him for. having been 
w<H*th to it any million < unblameable' Scotchmen that need no 
foi^venessi He bared his breast to battle; had to row in 
French galleys, wander forlorn in exile, in clouds and storms^ 
was censured, shot at through his windows: had a right sore 
ighting Hfe : if this world were his place of recompense, he had 
made but a bad venture of it. I cannot apolgiie for Knox. To 
hint it is very indifferent, these two hundred and fifby years or 
m<Hre, whift men say of him. But we, having got' above all those 
dettdls of' his battle, and living now in eleamess on the fnuts of 
his victory^ we for our own sake ougth to look through 'the 
rumours and controversies enveloping the man, into the ma& 
himself 

For one thing, I will remark that this post of Prophet to his 
Nation was not of his seddng ; Knox had lived forty years 
quietly obscure, before he became conspicuous. He was the s<m 
of poor parents ; had got a college-education ; beoome a Priest j 
adopted the Reformation, and seemed well content to guide his 
own steps by the light oi it, nowise unduly intruding it on othenk 
He had lived as Tutor in gentlemen's families; preaching when 
any body of persons wished to hear his doctrine ; resolute he to 
walk by the truth, and speak the tenth when called to do it ; not 
ambit&oua of more ; not iancying-himself capable of mor^. In 
this entirely obscure way he had, readied the age of forty ; was 
with the small body of Re^Mrmers who were standing nege in 
Si. Andrew's CSas^^-^when <me day ia their chapel, the PreSjOh- 
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er«ftdr finishing his exhortation to tiiese fighters in the foi-lorn 
hopOj said suddenly, That there ought to be other speakers, that 
all men who had a priest's heart and gift in them ought now to 
speak ; — ^which gifts and heart one of their, own number, John 
Knox the name of him, had : Had he not? said the Preacher, 
appealing to all the audience : What then is his duty ? • The peo- 
ple answered affirmatively; it was a- criminal foretdcing of his 
post, if such a man held -the word that was in him silent. Poor 
Knox was obliged to stand up ; he attempted to r^ly > he couM 
say no word ;— ^burst into a flood . of tears and ran out. It is 
worth remembering, that scene. He was in grieyons trouble fbi^ 
some days. He felt what a small > fsieulty was his for this great 
Work, fie felt what a baptism he was ci^d to be baptized-.wiihaL 
He ^burijt inta tears.' 

* OvLt primary characteristic oi a Hero, that h^ is sincere, ajf- 
pHds emphatically .i;o Knox. Itis'npt denied anywhem thstt this, 
whafteve^r might be his other ^u^iesor&ults^' is. among the 
truest of men. With a singular instinct. he "holds to the truth 
and fact ; the truth alone is ther& for hun, the rest a -mere shadow 
and deceptiye nonentity. However feel^JoTlom:the. reality 
may seem, on that and that only can he take - his jstand. In the 
Galleys of the River Loire,, whither Knox ^md, the others, 
itfter their Castle of St Andrew's was- taken, had: be^n. sent as 
Galley-slaves, — some officer or priest, one- day, presented them 
an Image of the Virgin Mother, requiring that they, the blaar 
phemous heretics, sdiould do. it reverence. Mother?- Mother, of 
God 7 said Knox, when the turn came to him :. This is no Motiier 
of God ; this is ^ a perUed bredd, — a piece^of/Wood, I tell you, with 
paint on it ! Bhe is fitter for swimming, I ^nk, than for being 
worshipped, added Knoxt; and flung the thing into, the river. It 
w&s not very cheap jesting there : but come of it what might, this 
thing to Knox was and must continue nothing other. than the 
jr^al truth ; it iruB^-pented. bredd: worship <it ho would not. He 
(bid his feUow-^risoners, in this darkest time, to be of courage; 
the Gausc they had was the^true one, and must and would pros* 
per ; tho whole world could not j^ut it down. Beality is of. God's- 
making ; it is alone strong. How many penUd bredds^ pretending 
to be real, are fitter to swim thl»r to^^be worshipped !-r^This Knox 
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ciknnot live hist by fact : he cling» to reality as ^e shipwrecked 
sailor to tiie eliff. He is an instance to us how a man, by since- 
rity itself, becemes heroic : it is the grand gift he has. We-fixid 
in Knox a good honest znteilectual talent, no transcendent one ]-^- 
a narrow, 'inc6nside]:at>le man, as compared with Ltkther : but in 
heartfelt instinctive adherence to truth, in svnceriiy^M we say, he 
has nclsupericT ; nay, one might ask. What equal be has? The 
h^art of him is of the true Prophet cast <^ He. lies there," Said 
ihe Earl of Morton at his- grave, ^^ who )iever feared the face of 
man." He resembles, more than any of tilie moderns, an Old- 
Hebrew Prophet. The same inflexibility, intderance, rigid nar* 
row looking adherence to Qt>d?s truth, stem rebuke in the n&n^e 
of Ood to all that forsake truth : an Old-Hebi^w Prophet in the 
guise of ail Edinburgh Minister of the. Sixteenth C^tury; We 
are to takoi^im for that ; not require 'him. to be other. 

Knox's 'Condnct to Queen Mary, the harsh visits hd used to 
make in her own palace, to reprwre her there,. h&v& been much 
commented .upon# &uch cruelty, such coarseness- mlsuB- with 
indignation. On^re^kding the.aatual narrative of the^ bttsines9, 
what Knox, said, said whJat Knox meant, Imust say .one's- tr^o 
feeling, is rather diaappoipied. Th^y are ndt so coarse, these 
speeches;* tj^y seem to m§ about «s fine as: the circiunstances 
wo^ld permit ! Knox was n6t there to do the cqcurtieir ; heeame 
pn another errand. .Whoever,- reading these colloquies of his 
with the Queen, tt^inks they are vulgar insolences of a plebeian 
priest to a delicate high Iftdy, mistakes the purport and essence 
pf them idtogether> - It was^ unfortunately not possible to ^be^ po- 
lite witL'the Queen of Scptland, unless ene proved untrue to the 
Nation and Gaueie of Scptbnd. A man who^ did not wish to s^e 
tiie la&d of his birth.made a hunting-field for intriguing aniibitious 
Quises, and the Gause of God trampled under foot of Falsehoods, 
Eormulas and the D^virs Cause, had no method of making him- 
self 2kgreeable> " Better that women weep," said Mi^rton, ^^than 
that bearded men be force4 to weep." , Knox. was the cofistitu- 
tional opposition-party in Scotland : the Nobles of the country, 
called by iheir station to take that post, were not foimd in it; 
KiM>x ha4 to go, or no one. The hapless Queen; — ^but the still 
more Jiaplc^s .Country, if «Ae. were made happy I Mftrj herself 
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was not without sharpness enough, among her other qualities: 
" Who are you," said she once, ^^ that presume to school the 
nohles and sovereign of ihis realm ?" — '^ Madam, a sofoject bom 
within the same," answered he. Reasonably answered ! If the 
< subject' have truth to speak, it is not the 'subject's ^ footing 
that will fail him here. — 

We blame Knox for his intolerance. Well, surely it ts good 
that each of us be as tolwant as possible. Yet, at bottom, after 
all the talk there is and has been about it, what is tolerance ? 
Tolerance has to tolerate the unessentiai ; and to see well what 
l^t is. Tolerance has to be noble, measured, just, in its very 
wrath, when it can tolerate no longer. But, on the whole, we are 
not altogether here to tolerate 1 We are* here to iresist, to oontrd 
and yanquish withaL We do not < tolerate' Faiseboods, Thieve- 
ries, Iniquities, when they &sten on us ; we say to them, Thoti art 
false, thoa urt not tolerable! We are here to extinguish False- 
hoods, and put an end to them, in- some wise way ! I will not 
quarf el so much with the way ; the doing of .the thing is our 
great concern. In this sense^ Knox, was full surely, intolerant. 

A man sent to row in French Galleys, and Such like, for 
teacing the Truth in his own land, cannot always be in the mild- 
est humour ! I am not prepared t^ say that Knox liad « soft 
temper; nor do I knew that he had what we call an ill temper. 
An ill nature he decidedly had not. filind honest affections 
dwelt in th^ much-enduring, hard-worn, eyer-battUng man. That 
he catdd rebuke Queens, and had such'Weight among those proud 
turbulent Nobles, proud enough whatever else they were ; and 
could maintain to ihe end a 'kind of virtual Presidency and 
Sovereignty in that wild realm, he who was only ' a subject bom 
within the same :' this of itself will prove to- us that he was ibimd, 
dose at hand, to be no mean acrid man ; but at heart, a health- 
ful strong sagacious man. Such alone can bear rale in that 
kind. They blame him for pulling do¥m cathedrals, and so forth, 
as if he were a seditious rioting demagogue : precisely the re- 
verse is seen to be the fact, in regard' to cathedrals and the rest 
ofit, if we examine! Knox wanted no pulKngdown of stone 
edifices ; he wanted leprosy and darkness te be thrown out of 
the Ifves of men. Tumult was not his element; it was the tra- 
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gic feature of Ids life that he ^a» forced to dwell so much in 
that . Erery such man is the bom enemy of Disorder ; hates to 
he in it : but what then ? Smooth Falsehood is not Order ; it ifl 
the general sumtotal of jD^order. Order is 7Vi^A,-^-each thing 
standing on the basics that belongs to it : Ord^ and Falsehood 
cannot exist together. 

Withal, unexpectedly eBongh, this Knox has a vein of drollery 
in him ; which I like much, in combination with his other (quali- 
ties, .fie -has a true eye for the ridiculous. His ITt^or^, with 
its rough earnestness, is curiously enliYened with this. When 
the two Prelates, entering Glasgow Cathedral, quarrel about pre- 
■cedence ; march rapidly up, take to hustling one another, twitdi- 
ing one another's rochets,- and at last flourishing their crosieni 
like quarter-stayes, it is a great sight for him erery way! Not 
mockery, scorn, bitterness alone ; though there is enough of that 
loo. But a true^ loving, illuminating laugh mounts up over the 
earnest tIsi^ ; net a loud laugh ; you would say, a laugh in the 
eyes most of all. ' An honesthearted, brotherly man ; brother to 
the high,' brother also to the low ;' sincere in his sympathy with 
both. He had his pipe ^^ Bourdeaux too, we find, in that old 
Edinburgh house of his ; a cheery social man, with &oes that 
loved him 1 They go far wrong who think this Elnox was a 
gloomy, spasmodic, shrieking fknatio. Not at all : he is one of 
l^e -solidest of men. Practical, oautiouikhopefnl, patient ; a most 
shrewd, observing, quietly discerning man. In &ct, he^ias very 
much the type of character we assign to the -Scotch at present ; a 
certain sardonic taciturnity is in him ; insight enough ; and a 
stouter heart than he himself knows of Be has the power of 
holding his peace ever many things which do not "^tally concern 
him,-^" They ^ what are they ?" But the thing which does vitally 
eoncem him, that thing he wiU speak of; and in a tone the whole 
world shall be made to hear : all the more emphatic for his long 
mknce. 

This Prophet of the Scotch is to me no hatefiil man 1 — ^He had 
a Bore fight of an existence ; wrestlings with Popes and Ptindipal- 
ities ; in defeat, eontention, life-long struggle ; rowing as a gftlley- 
riave, wandering as as exile. A sore fight: but he won it. 
^ Have you hope?" they asked him in his last moment, when he- 
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cbiild BO longer speaL He lifted his finger, ^ pointed tipwardB 
-with his finger/ and so died. Honour to him. Hia works ha^ 
not died. The letter of his woris dies, as of all men's ; but- the 
spirit of it never. 

One word more as to the letter of Knox's work. The unfor- 
giveable offence in him is, that he wished to set up Priests <»y^ 
the head of Kings. In other words$ he strove to make the (Tov- 
emment of Scotland a Theooracy. This indeed is properly the 
sum of hb offenees ; the essential sin ; for whieh what pardon oad 
4here be ? It is most true, he did, at bottom, oonscioasly or un- 
oons^iovsly, mean a T^ieocraey, or Government ef God. He did 
mean that Kings and Prime Minist<^.and all manner of persdhs, 
in-public or private, diplomatising or whatever else they might b^ 
Tk^ing, frhould walk acccrdin^ ia tibe Gospel of Christ, aad under- 
.stand that this was th^r Law, sufM;eme over jdl laws. ' He hoped 
fltkce to see such a thing x^alised ; and the Petition, T%y KxngdofA 
tome, no longer an empi^ word. JEie was sore grieved when he 
eaw greedy worldly Barons dutch hold of ^e Church's phoperty ; 
when he expostulated that it was not secular .prc^rty, that it was 
spiritu!^ property,^ and should be turned to im£ ehurchiy uses^ 
education, schools, worship; — ^and the Regent Mwrfey^iad to an- 
swer, with a shrug of the shouldjers, ^^ It is a devout imagination 1" 
This was Knox's seheme of right ^nd-truth^, this he leahmsly eor 
deavoured after? to realise it. If we think his scheme of truth 
was too narrow, was not. true ; tv^e may s^ice that jie' could npt 
realise it i that it remained, after, tw^ Cjftnturies of effort, unreali- 
sable, and is a ^.devout imagination' j»till. But how shaU-we 
blame Ai^Ti for struggling to realise. it? Theocracy, -Government 
of God, is precisely the thing to be struggled for 1 AU. Prophets, 
zealous Priests, are thera fer- that purpose. Hildebrand wished 
a Theocracy ; Croiuwell wished it^ faught for ^t^; Mahomet at- 
tained it. Nay, is it not what all zealous . men, whether dalled 
Priests, Prophets, or whatsoever else called, do essentially wish^ 
and must wish ? That right and truth, or God's L^w, reign su- 
preme among men^. this is the Heavenly Ideal (well-^atned in 
Knox's time, a^d nameable .in all times^. a revealed^ -Will Of 
God'), towards which 4he Reformer ^wiU insist ib^ «U l>e.moKe 
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and more approximated. All true Beformers, as I said, are hy 
the nature of them Priests, and strive for 4i Theocracy. 

How far such Ideals can ever be introduced into Practice, and 
at what point our impati^nce with their non-introduetion ought to 
begin, is always a question. 1 tEink we may say safely. Let them 
introduce themselves as far as they can contrive to do it ! If 
they are the true faith of men, all men ought to be more or less 
impatient always where they are not found introduced. There 
will never be Wanting Regent-Murrays e^ougb to' shrug their 
shoulders, and say, " A devout imagination !" We will praise 
the Hero-priest rather, who does what is in him to bring them in ; 
and wears out, in toil, calumny, contradiction, a noble life, to 
make a €^6d'8 Kingdom of this Earth. The Earth will noi be- 
come too godlike ! 



LECTURE V. 

[Tuesday, 19th May, 1840.] 

THE HERO AS MAN OF LETTERS. JOHNSON, ROUSSEAU, 

BURNS.. 

« ■ 

Hero-gops,^ Prophets, Poets, Priests are forms of HaroLnn thai 
belong to the old ages, make their appearance in the remote^ 
times ; some of them have ceased to be possible long since^and 
cannot any more shew themselves in this world. The Hero as 
Mcin of Letters^ Again ; of which class we are to speak to^ay, is i^- 
together a product of these new ages ; and so long as the won- 
drous art of Writing^ or of Beady-writing which we call Prir^Tig^ 
subsists, he may be expected to continue, as one of the main forms 
of Heroism for all future ages. He is, in various respects, a very 
singular phenomenon. 

He is new, I say ; he has hardly lasted above a century in the 
world yet. Never, till about a hundred years ago, was there seen 
any figure of a Great Soul living apart in that anomalous mannw ; 
endeavouring to speak forth the inspiration that was in ^ him by 
Printed Books, and find place and subsistence by what the wtnrld 
would please to give him for doing that. Much had been sold 
and bought, and left to make its o^u bargain in the marketplace ; 
but the inspired wisdom of a Heroic Soul never till then, in thai 
naked manner. He, with his copy-rights and copy-wrongs, in his 
squalid garret, in his rusty coat ; ruling (for this is what he does), 
from his grave, aftdr deatb^ whole nations and generations who 
would, or would hot, give him bread while living, — ^is a rather 
curious spectacle ! Few shapes of Heroism can be more unex- 
pected. 

Alas, the Hero from of old has had to cramp himself into 
strange shapes : the world knows not well at any time what to 
do with him, so foreign is his aspect in the world ! It seemed 
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absurd to a^ that men in. their rode admintion, should ta^ 
some wise great Odin for a god, and voiship him as ioeb; gome 
viae great Mabomst foe one god-isspired, aiid religiously fbllow 
bis h»M for twelve centuries : bat that a wise great Johnson, a 
Bums, a Bonaaeao, should be taken for some idle nondeseript, 
extant in tlie world to amuse idlenoss, and have a few coins and 
applauses thrown him, that he might lire thereby; this perhaps, 
as before -hinted, will one day seem a still absnrder pbaais of 
things ! — Meanwhile, since it is Uie epiritnal iJways that deter- 
mines the material, this same Man-of- Letters Hero must be re- 
garded as our most important modem person. He, such as he 
may be, is tiie sool of all. What he teaches, the whole world 
will do and make. The world's manner of dealing with him is 
the most significant future of the world's general position. 
Looking well at bis life, we may get a glance, as deep as is readi- 
ly possible for ns, into the life of those singular centuries which 
have produced him, in which we ourseivcB live and work. 

There a^e genuine Men of Letters, and not genuine ; tis in 
every kind there is a genuine and a spuiious. If Hero be token 
to taOKH genuine, t^en I say the Hero as-Man of Letters will be 
fon«d discharging a function for-uswhit^ is ever honounbls, 
ever the highest ;. and waa once well known to be the bigbesi 
He is uttering forth, In moh way as he has, the inspired soul of 
him ; all that a man, in any cue, o&n do. I say inspired; for 
what we call ' c»igiifali^,' ' sinoerity,' ' genias,''the heroic qualify 
fre have no good name toi, ligmfies that The Hero is he who 
lives in the inward sphere of ^ings, in the True, Pivine, and 
Eternal, which exists always, unseen to most, under the Tempo- 
rary, Trivial : bis being is in that; be declares that abroad, I7 
act OF speech as it may be-, in declaring himself abroad: Hislife, 
as we said before, is a piece of tiiB everlasting beeurt of Nature 
lieFself : »U men's life is, — but the weak many know not the font, 
«ud ue untrue lo it, in moat times ; ^e strong few are strong, 
hercnc, perennial, becanse it oaonot be hidden &am tbem. The 
^lan of Letters, Jike every HerOi is there to proclaim this in Btnb 
■art as he can, Intr|nflioally H is the same- function which tha 
eld generations named a man Prophet, Priest, Divinity fbr do- 
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ing ; "wbiob all nuuiner of Heroes, by Bpeeoh or by act, are j^i 
into the world to do. . 

Fichte the (Jerman Philosopher delivered, ionie forty years 
ago at Jena, a highly remarlptble Course of Leetnrcs on this sub- 
ject : * Ueber das Wesen des Gjdehrten, On the Nature of the Lit- 
erary Man.' . Fichte, in conformity with the Transcendentid 
Philosophy, of which he was a distinguished teacher, declares 
first: That all things which we see or work with in this Earth, 
especially we ourselves and' all persons, are as a kind of vesture 
or sensuous Appearance : that under all tiiere lies, as the essenos 
of thenij what he. calls the ' Divine Idea of the W^rkl ,-* this, is 
the J&eality which 'lies at the. bottom of all Appearance.' To 
the mass of men no Bixth PivinA Idea is recognisable in the world ; 
they live merely, sayd Fichte, among the superficialities, practi- 
calities and shews of the world, not dreaming that there is^ a,ny^ 
thing divine under them. But the Man of Letters is sent hither 
specially that he may discern for himself, and make manifest to 
us, this same Divine Idea : in every new generation it will mani- 
fest itself 4n a new dialect ;^and he is there for the pirrpose of 
doing that. Such is Fichte's phraseology ; with which wo need 
not quarrel. It is his way of naming, what I here, by other 
words, am striving imperfectly to name f what there is at present 
no name -for : The- unspeakable Diidne Significance, full of ^len- 
dour, of wonder and terror, that lies in the' being of every man, 
of every thing,— rthe Presence of the God wha nu^de 6>v^ery n^an 
and thing. Mahomet taught this in his dialect; Odin in his : it 
is ^e thing which aR thinking hearts, in One dialect or another, 
are Jbere to teach. Fichte calls, the Man of Letters, thereibre, a 
Prophet, or as^ he prefers to phrase it, a Priest, con titiyaUy un- 
folding the Godlike. <to .men: Men -of Letters are a perpetual 
Priesthood, from age to age, tedching aH-men that« Godr is dtiii 
present in their life ; that all ' Appearance,' whatsoever we see 
in the- world, is but as a vestare for the ^ Divine Idea of the 
World,' for ^ that which .lies at the bottom of Appearance.* In 
the true Literary- Man there is thus ever, acknowledged or net 
by the worid^ a saoredness : he is the light of the world ; th^ 
world'i^ Priest]^— guiding it, like a sacred Pillar of i^e, lb iU 
dark pilgrimage through the waste of Time. Fichte ^isorimi- 
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BEates with aliaKp seal ib^ ^i»e Literary Man, what we here eall 
the Herp as Man of Letters, from multitudes of false unheroia 
Whoever lives not wholly in this Divine. Idea, ar living vpartially 
. in it^ struggles not, as for the one good, io live wholly in it,>^e 
is, let him live where else he like, in what pomps and prospers* 
ties he Uke, no Literary Man ; he is, says Fichte, a ' Bungler, 
Stumper? Or at best, if he belong to the pr6aai(5 profvinces, he' 
may be a ' Hodman ;' Fichte even calls him elsewhere a *• Nonen- 
tity,^ and has in short no mercy for him, no wish that be ahould 
continue happy among us! This is Fii^te's iNftion of the Maa 
of. Letters.. It means, in its t>wn form,. precisely what we here 
mean. ' : . • 

In this point oi view, I consider that, for the l^t hundred 
years, by far the notablest of all Literary Men is Fichte's coun- 
trynfian, Goethe.^ To4hatrman too, in a strange way, there was 
given what we may call a life in the Divine Idea of the World ; 
▼isipn of the inward divine jnystery : and strangely, out of his 
Sopke, the 7orld rises in^iaged qnce more as godlike, the work- 
manship and temple ef a (^od. Illuminated all, not in fierce im- 
piHie fire-splendour as of Mahomet, but ^ mild celestial radiaince ; 
— really a Prophecy in these fnost unprophetie timei^j to my 
mind^ by fat the greatest^ though one of the. quietest^ among all 
the ^eat things tdiat have come to pass in them. Our chose& 
specimen of the Hero as Literary Man would- be thb. Goethe. 
And it were a very pleasant plan for me^iere to discourse of his 
heroism : for I consider him to be a true Hero ; heroic in what 
he s^id and did, and perhaps still more vq. what he did hot say 
and did not d&; to me a QobleH3pectacle:.*a great heroic ancient 
man,, speaking and keeping silence ap an, ancient ^er.o, in the 
guise of a most modern, high-bred, high-cultivated Man of Let- 
ters i We have had no such spectaele ; no man . capable of af- 
fording such, fpr the last hundred and fifty years. But at pres- 
ent, such is the general state of knowledge about Goethe, it were 
worse than useless to attempt speaking Of him in this case. 
Speak as I might, Goethe, to the great majority of you, would 
remain problematioy vague ; • no impression^ but a false one eoirid 
be realised Him we must leave to future times.- Johnson, 
Bums, Bousseau, thr^e great figures from a prior time, from a 
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fior inferior state of eircn/iiustanees, will suit us better here. 
Three men of the Eighteenth Century ; the conditions of their 
life &r more resemble what those of ours still are ^ in Enghmd, 
than what Ooethe's ih O^rmBtny were. Alas, these men did not 
oonqiier like him ; they fbnght bravely, and fell. They were hot 
heroic bringers of the light, bat heroic seekers of it. They lived 
under galling conditions ^ struggling as under mountains of im- 
pediment, and could not unfold themselves into clearness, or vio^ 
torious interpretation of that ' Divme Idea.' It is rather the 
Tmbs of three Literary Heroes that I have to shew you. There 
are the monumental heaps, under which three spiritual giants lie 
buried. Very mournful, but also great and full of interest fbr 
us. We will linger by them for a while. - - 

Complaint is often made, in these times^ of what we oaH the 
disorganised condition of society ; how ill many arranged forces 
of society fulfil theit work ; how many powerful forces are seen 
T^rking in a wasteful, chaotic, altogether unarranged manner. 
It is too just a complaint, as we all know. But perhaps if we 
look at this of Books and the Writers of Books, we shall find 
here, s& it were, the summary of all other disoxganisation ;-^--4k 
sort of heart, from which and to which all other confusion cmm- 
Iatesin;the world! Considering what Book-writers do in the 
world, and whflt the world does with Book-writers, I ishould say, 
It is the most anomalous thing the world at pros^nt hlis to shew. 
•^-We should get into a sea far beyond soundii^g^ did we attempt 
to give an 'account t>f this : but we must glance at it for the sake 
of our subject. The worst element in tiie life of these three Lit- 
erary Heroes was, that they found their business and position 
Such a chaos. On the beaten road there is tolerable travelling ; 
but it is sore work, and many have .to perish, fashioning a path 
tiirough the impassable!. 

Our pious Fathers, feeling wall what importance lay in tiie 
speaking of man to men, founded churches, made endowments, 
regulations; everywhere in theeivilieed World there is a Pulpit, 
environed with all manner of complex dignified apgurtenances 
andiiutherances, that therefrom a man with the tongue may, to 
best advanti^e, address his fellow^men. They felt that this was 
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the most important thing-; that without this- there was nd good 
thing. It is a right pious work, that of theirs ; beautiful to be- 
hold ! But now with the. art of Writing, with the art of Print- 
ing, a total change has come oyer that business. . The Writer of 
a Book, is not he a Preacher preaching, not to this parish or that, 
on this day or that, but to all men in all times and places ? 
Surelj' It is of the last importance that he do his wo)^ right, 
whoever do ft wrong ;« — that the eye report not falsely, for their 
all the other members are astray! Well; how he may do his 
work, whether he do it right or wrong, or do it at all, is a point 
whieLno man in i^e world has taken the pains to think of To. 
a oertain shopkeeper, trying to geib some money for his books, if 
lucky, he is of some importance; to no other c man of any. 
Whence he came, whither hjQ is bound, by what ways he arrived, 
by what he might be fiirtliered On his coulrse, no one asks. He is 
an accident in society. He wanders like a wild l8hmaelite,^in a 
world of which he is as the spiritual light, either the guid«mce or 
the misguidance ! 

Certainly the Art of Writing is the- most miraculouaof all 
things man has devised. Odin's- Rnnes were the first form of 
the work of a Hero ; Books, written words, are still miraculous 
Runes, the latest form 1 In Books lies the sotd of the whole 
Past Time ; the articulate audible voice of the Past, when the 
body and material substance ef it has altogether vanished like a. 
dream. Mighty fleets and armies, harbours kad arsenals, vast 
cities, high-domed, many-engined,— -they are precious, great : but 
what do they become ? ' Agamemnon, the many Agamemnons; 
Perielesesj and their Greece * all is gone now to some ruined 
fragments, dumb mournful wrecks and blocks : but the Books of 
Greece! There Greece, to every thinker, still very literallj' 
lives; can be called up again into life.- No magic Rune is 
stmnger. than a Book. AH that Mankind has done, thought, 
gained or been : it is' lying as in magic preservation in the paged 
of Books. They are the chosen possession of men. 

Bo not Books still acoompli&hmiracles, as Runes were fabled to 
do? They persuade men. Not the wretchedest oi)rculating-:li> 
brary novel, which fooHsh girls thumb and con in remote villages, 
bat will help to regulate the actual practical weddings and house- 
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%old^ <^ those foDlidi girls. So^^-O^lia' felt, 90 ' Gliford' acted : 
tiie foolisb- Theorem. 0f Life,^ s;Uimped inte those joang brains, 
•enies out as a solid Prac£ic» one day. Consider whether any 
Muiw in the wildest imagination nf Mythol^gist ever did sueh 
wonders as, on the actual -fism^ Earth, -sobo^ Books have done 1 
What built St. PauPs €athedral? Look at the fa^art of the 
matter, it if as that divine Hi&brew Book, — the word partly of . 
Ijie man Jtloses,' an outlaw tending his Midianiti^h h^rds, four 
tiiQusand years ago, ii^ the wildernesses of Sinai! It is the 
strangest of things, yet nothing is tru«r. With the art ef Writ- 
ing, of which Printing is a simple^ an inevitable, and comparlt<- 
tively insignificant ooroll«ry, the true reign of miracles for man- 
kind commeneed. It related, : with fk wondrous new contiguity 
ahd-perpetual closeness, the Past and Distant with the Present 
in time and place ; all times and all places with tjbis our actual 
Here and Now. AU this^ were altered for men ; all liiodes of 
important work of men : teaching, preaching, governing, and all 
else. 

To look at Teaching, for instanfCe. Universities axe a notable, 
rtopectable pteduct-of the modern ages. Their existence^ too, is 
modified, to the very basis of it, by the existence of Bobks, Uni- 
versities arose while there were yet no Books procurable ; while 
atnan^for a single Book, had to give an estate of land. That, in 
thoBd. circumstances, when a manhad «eme knowledge to commu- 
nicate^ he should da it by gathering the ieatners round himj face 
to face, was a necessity for him. If you wanted to know what 
Abelard knew, you.muat go and listen to Abelard. Thousands, 
as many as thirty thousand, went to hear Abelard and that meta- 
physical theology of his. And now for any other teacher who had 
also something of his own to teach, there wasoi great convenience 
opened: so many thousands eager V)- learn were already assem- 
bled yonder ; of dil places the best place for him was that. For 
any third teacher it was better still ; and ^ew ever the better; 
the more teachers there came.. It only needed now thiat the 
Kiifg took notice of this new phenomenon ; combined or agglom- 
erated the various schools into one school ; gaveit edifices, privi- 
leges, encouragements, and named it Unwersitas, or School of all 
Sciencea^: the TJniversity of PtEris, in its essential eharacters, was 
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there. The model of all subsequent Universities; which down 
even to these days, for six centuries now, have gone on to found 
themselves. Such, I conceive, was the origin of Universities. 

It is clear, however, that with this simple circumstance, facility 
of getting Books, the whole conditions of the business from top to 
bottom were changed. Once invent Printing, you metamor- 
phosed all Universities, or superseded them ! The Teacher 
needed not now to gather men personally round him, that he 
might speak to them what he knew : print it in a Book, and all ^» 
learners far and wide, for a trifle, had it each at his own fireside, ^ 

much more eflPectually to learn it ! — Doubtless there is still pecu- 
liar virtue in Speech ; even writers of Books may still, in some 
circumstances, find it convenient to speak also, — witness our pre- 
sent meeting here ! There is, one would say, and must ever re- 
main while man has a tongue, a distinct province for Speech as 
well as for Writing and Printing. In regard to all things this 
must remain ; to Universities among others But the limits of 
the two have nowhere yet been pointed out, ascertained ; much 
less put in practice : the University which would completely take 
in that great new fact, of the existence of Printed Books, and 
stand on a clear footing for the Nineteenth Century as the Paris 
one did for the Thirteenth, has not yet come into existence. If 
we think of it, all that a University, or final highest School can 
do for us, is still but what the first School began doing, — teach us 
to read. We learn to read., in various languages, in various 
sciences ; we learn the alphabet and letters of all manner of 
Books. But the place where we are to get knowledge^ even theo- 
retic knowledge, is the Books themselves ! It depends on what 
we read, after all manner of Professors have done their best for us. 
The true University of those days is a Collection of Books. 

But to the Church itself, as I hinted already, all is changed, in 
its preaching, in its working, by the introduction of Books. The 
Church is the working recognised Union of our Priests or Pro- 
phets, of those who by wise teaching guide the souls of men. 
While there was no Writing, even while there was no Easy-writ- 
ing, or Printing^ the preaching of the voice was the natural sole 
method of performing this. But now with Books ! — He that can 
write a true Book, to persuade England, is not he the Bishop and 

8 
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Archbishop, the Primate of England and of all England ? I many 
a time say, the writers of Newspapers, Pamphlets, Poems, Books, 
these are the real working eflfective Church of a modern country. 
Nay, not only our preaching, but even our worship, is not it too 
accomplished by means of Printed Books ? The noble sentiment 
which a gifted soul has clothed for us in melodious words, which 
brings melody into our hearts, — ^is not this essentially, if we will 
understand it, of the nature of worship ? There are many, in all 
countries, who, in this confused time, hare no other method of 
worship. Ho who, in any way, shews us better than we knew 
before that a lily of the fields is beautiful, does he not shew it us 
as an effluence of the Fountain of all Beauty ; as the handwrit- 
ings made visible there, of the great Maker of the Universe ? He 
has sung for us, made us sing with him, a little verse of a sacred 
Psalm. Essentially so. How much more he who sings, who 
says, or in any way brings home to our heart the noble doings, 
feelings, darings and endurances of a brother man ! He has 
verily touched our hearts as with a live coal from the dliar^ Per- 
haps there is no worship more authentic. Literature, so far as it is 
Literature, is an ^ apocalypse of Nature,' a revealing of the * open 
secret.* It may well enough be named, in Fichte's style, a ' con- 
tinuous revelation' of the Godlike in the Terrestrial and Common. 
The Godlike does ever, in very truth, endure there ; is brought 
out, now in this dialect, now in that, with various degrees of clear- 
ness : all true gifted Singers and Speakers are, consciously or 
unconsciously, doing so. The dark stormfiil indignation of a 
Byron, so wayward and perverse, may have touches of it ; nay, 
the withered mockery of a French sceptic,-'-his mockery of the 
False, a love and worship of the True. How much more the 
sphere-harmony of a Shakspeare, of a Goethe ; the cathedral- 
music of a Milton! They are something, too, those humble 
genuine lark-notes of a Burns, — skylark, starting from the hum- 
ble furrow, far overhead into the blue depths, and singing to us 
so genuinely there ! For all true singing is of the nature of wor- 
ship ; as ipdeed all true working may be said to be, — ^whereof 
such singing is but the record, and fit melodious representation, 
to us. Fragments of a real * Church Liturgy' and 'Body of 
BomiU^s,' strangelpr disguised ftoxi^ the poi^mpn eye, are to be 
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found weltering in that huge froth-ocean of Printed Speech we 
loosely call Literature ! Books are our Church too. 

Or turning now to the Government of men. Witenagemote, 
old Parliament, was a great thing. The affairs of the nation were 
th^e deliberated and decided ; what we were to do as a nation. 
But does not, though the name Parliament subsists, the parlia- 
mentary debate go on now, everywhere and at all times, in a far 
more comprehensive way, otd of Parliament altogether ? Burke 
said there were Three Estates in Parliament ; but, in the Re- 
porters* Gallery yonder, there sat a Fourth Estate more important 
fer than they all. It is not a figure of speech, or a witty saying ; 
it is a literal fact, — ^very momentous to us in these times. Lit- 
erature is our Parliament too. Printing, which comes necessarily 
out of Writing, I say (^en, is equivalent to Democracy : invent 
Writing, Democracy is inevitable. Writing brings Printing; 
brings universal every-day extempore Printing, as we see at pre- 
sent. Whoever can speak, speaking now to the whole nation, be- 
comes a power, a branch of government, with inalienable weight 
in law-making, in all acts of authority. It matters not what rank 
he has, what revenues or garnitures : the requisite thing is, that 
he have a tongue which others will listen to ; this and nothing 
more is requisite. The nation is governed by all that has tongue 
in the nation: Democracy is virtually there. Add only, that 
whatsoever power exists will have itself, by and by, organised ; 
working secretly under bandages, obscurations, obstructions, it 
will never rest till it get to work free, unincumbered, visible to 
all. Democracy virtually extant will insist on becoming palpa- 
bly extant. — 

On all sides, are we not driven to the conclusion that, of the 
things which man can do or make here below, by far the most 
momentous, wonderful and worthy are the things we call Books ! 
Those poor bits of rag-paper with black ink on them ; — ^from the 
Daily Newspaper to the sacred Hebrew Book, what have they 
not done, what are they not doing ! — For indeed, whatever be the 
outward form of the thing (bits of paper, as we say, and black 
ink), is it not verily, at bottom, the highest act of man's faculty 
that produces a Book ? It is the Thought of man ; the true thau- 
maturgie virtue ; by which man works all things whatsoever. All 
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that he does, and brings to pass, is the vesture of a Thought 
This London City, with all its houses, palaces, steam-engines, 
cathedrals, and huge immeasurable traffic and tumult, what is it 
but a Thought, but millions of Thoughts made into One ; — a huge 
immeasurable Spirit of a Thought, unbodied in brick, in iron, 
smoke, dust. Palaces, Parliaments, Hackney Coaches, Katharine 
Docks, and the rest of it ! Not a brick was made but some man 
had to think of the making of that brick. The thing we called 
' bits of paper with traces of black ink,' is the purest embodiment 
a Thought of man can have. No wonder it is, in all ways, the 
activest and noblest. 

^ All this, of the importance and supreme importance of the Man 
of Letters in modern Society, and how the Press is to such a de- 
gree superseding the Pulpit, the Senate, the Senattis Academicus 
and much else, has been admitted for a good while ; and recog- 
nised often enough, in late times, with a sort of sentimental tri- 
umph and wonderment. It seems to me, the Sentimental by and 
by will have to give place to the Practical. If Men of Letters 
are so incalculably influential, actually performing such work for 
us from age to age, and even from day to day, then I think we 
may conclude that Men of Letters will not always wander like 
unrecognised, unregulated Ishmaelites among us ! Whatsoever 
thing, as I said above, has virtual unnoticed power will cast off its 
wrappages, bandages, and step forth one day with palpably arti- 
culated, universally visible power. That one man wear the clothes, 
and take the wages, of a function which is done by quite another ; 
there can be no profit in this ; this is not right, it is wrong. And 
yet, alas, the making of it right, — what a business, for long times 
to cornel Sure enough, this that we call Organisation of the 
Literary Guild is still a great way off, incumbered with all man- 
ner of complexities. If you asked me what were the best possible 
organisation for the Men of Letters in modern society ; the ar- 
rangement, of furtherance and regulation, grounded the most 
accurately on the actual facts of their position and of the world's 
position, — I should beg to say that the problem far exceeded my 
faculty 1 It is not one man's faculty ; it is that of many succes* 
sive men turned earnestly upon it, that will bring out even an 
approximate sokition. What the best arrangement were, none 
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of us could say. But if you ask, Which is the worst ? I answer : 
This which we now have, that Chaos should sit umpire in it ; this 
is the worst. To the best, or any good one, there is yet a loDg 
way. 

One remark I must not omit, That royal or parliamentary 
grants of money are by no means the chief thing wanted ! To 
give our Men of Letters stipends, endowments, and all further- 
ance of cash, will do little towards the business. On the whole, 
one is weary of hearing about the omnipotence of money. I 
will say rather that, for a genuine man, it is no evil to be poor ; 
that there ought to be Literary Men poor, — to shew whether 
they are genuine or not ! Mendicant Orders, bodies of good 
men doomed to heg^ were instituted in the Christian Church ; a 
most natural and even necessary development of the spirit of 
Christianity. It was itself founded on Poverty, on Sorrow, Con- 
tradiction, Crucifixion, every species of worldly Distress and 
Degradation. We may say that he who has not known those 
things, and learned from them the priceless lessons they have to 
teach, has missed a good opportunity of schooling. To beg, and 
go barefoot, in coarse woollen cloak with a rope round your loins, 
aSd be despised of all the world, was no beautiful business ; — 
nor an honourable one in any eye, till the nobleness of those who 
did so had made it honoured of some 1 Begging is not in our 
course at the present time : but for the rest of it, who will say 
that a Johnson is not perhaps the better for being poor ? It is 
needful for him, at all rates, to know that outward profit, that 
success of any kind is riot the goal he has to aim at. Pride, 
vanity, ill-conditioned egoism of all sorts, are bred in his heart, 
as in every heart ; need, above all, to be cast out of his heart, — 
to be, with whatever pangs, torn out of it, cast forth from it, as a 
thing worthless. Byron, born rich and noble, made out even less 
than Burns, poor and plebeian. Who knows but, in that same 
' best possible organisation ' as yet far off. Poverty may still enter 
as an important element ? What if our Men of Letters, men set- 
ting up to be Spiritual Heroes, were still then^ as they now are a 
kind of ' involuntary monastic order ;' bound still to this same 
ugly Poverty, — till they had tried what was in it too, till they 
had learned to make it too do for them 1 Money, in truth, can 
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do much^ but it eannot do all. We must know the province of 
it, and confine it there ; and even spurn it back, when it wishes 
to get farther. 

Besides, were the money-furtherances, the proper season for 
them, the fit assigner of them, all settled, — ^how is the Burns to 
be recognised that merits these ? He must pass through the or- 
deal, and prove himself This ordeal ; this wild welter of a chaos 
which is called Literary Life : this too is a kind of ordeal i There 
is clear truth in the idea that a struggle from the lower classes 
of society, towards the upper regions and rewards of society, must 
ever continue. Strong men are bom there, who ought to stand 
elsewhere than there. The manifold, inextricably complex, uni- 
versal struggle of these constitutes, and must constitute, what is 
called the progress of society. For Men of Letters, as for all 
other sorts of men. How to regulate that struggle ? There is 
the whole question. To leave it as it is, at the mercy of blind 
Chance ; a whirl of distracted atoms, one cancelling the other ; 
one of the thousand arriving saved, nine hundred and ninety-nine 
lost by the way ; your royal Johnson languishing inactive in gar- 
rets, or harnessed to the yoke of Printer Cave, your Burns dying 
brokenhearted as a Ganger, your Bousseau driven into mad exas- 
peration, kindling French Bevolutions by his paradoxes : this, as 
we said, is clearly enough the worst regulation. The best, alas, is 
hi from us! 

And yet there can be no doubt but it is coming ; advancing on 
us, as yet hidden in the bosom of centuries : this is a prophecy 
one can risk. For so soon as men get to discern the importance 
of a thing, they do infallibly set about arranging it, facilitating, 
forwarding it ; and rest not till, in some approximate degree, they 
have accomplished that. I say, of all Priesthoods, Aristocracies, 
Governing Classes at present extant in the world, there is no 
class comparable for importance to that Priesthood of the Writers 
of Books. This is a fact which he who runs may read, — and 
draw inferences from. <^ Literature will take care of itself," an- 
swered Mr. Pitt, when applied to for some help for Burns. 
"Yes," adds Mr. Southey, "it will take care of itself ; and of you 
too, if you do not look to it !" 

The result to individual Men of Letters is not the momentous 
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one ; they are but individuals, an infinitesimal fraction of the 
great body ; they can struggle on, and live or else die, as they 
have been wont. But it deeply concerns the whole society, 
whether it will set its light on high places, to walk thereby ; or 
trample it under foot, and scatter it in all ways of wild waste (not 
without conflagration), as heretofore! Light is the one thing 
wanted for the world. Put wisdom in the head of the world, the 
world will fight its battle victoriously, and be the best world man 
can make it. I called this anomaly of a disorganic Literary 
Class the heart of all . other anomalies, at once product and pa- 
rent ; some good arrangement for that would be as the punctum 
saliens of a new vitality and just arrangement for all. Already, 
in some European countries, in France, in Prussia, one traces 
some beginnings of an arrangement for the Literary Class ; indi- 
cating the gradual possibility of such. I believe that it is possi- 
ble ; that it will have to be possible. 

By far the most interesting fact I hear about the Chinese is 
one on which we cannot arrive at clearness, but which excites 
endless curiosity even in the dim state : this namely, that they 
do attempt to make their Men of Letters their Governors ! It 
would be rash to say, one understood how this was done, or with 
what degree of success it was done. All such things must be 
very unsuccessful; yet a small degree of success is precious; 
the very attempt how precious ! There does seem to be, all over 
China, a more or less active search everywhere to discover the 
men of talent that grow up in the young generation. Schools 
there are for every one : a foolish sort of training, yet still a 
sort. The youths who distinguish themselves in the lower school 
are promoted into favourable stations in the higher, that they may 
still more distinguish themselves, — forward and forward : it ap- 
pears to be out of these that the Ofiicial Persons, and incipient 
Governors, are taken. • These are they whom they try first, 
whether they can govern or not. And surely with the best hope ; 
for they are the men that have already shown intellect. Try 
them : they have not governed or administered as yet ; perhaps 
they cannot ; but there is no doubt they have some understand- 
ing, — without which no man can ! Neither is Understanding a 
toolj as we are apt to figure ; 'it is a hand which can handle any 
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tool.' Try these men: they are of all others the best worth 
trying. — Surely there is no kind of government, constitution, re- 
volution, social apparatus or arrangement, that I know of in this 
world, so promising to one's scientific curiosity as this. The 
man of intellect at the top of affairs : this is the aim of all con- 
stitutions and revolutions, if they have any aim. For the man 
of true intellect, as I assert and believe always, is the noble- 
hearted man withal, the true, just, humane and valiant man. 
Get him for governor, all is got ; fail to get him, though you had 
Constitutions plentiful as blackberries, and a Parliament in 
every village, there is nothing yet got ! — ' 

These things look strange, truly ; and are not such as we com- 
monly speculate upon. But we are fallen into strange times ; 
these things w^ili require to be speculated upon ; to be rendered 
practicable, to be in some way put in practice. These and many 
otherb. On all hands of us, there is the announcement, audible 
enough, that the old Empire of Koutine has ended ; that to say 
a thing has long been, is no reason for its continuing to be. The 
things which have been are fallen into decay, are fallen into in- 
competence ; large masses of mankind, in every society of our 
Europe, are no longer capable of living at all by the things 
which have been. "When millions of men can no longer by their 
utmost exertion gain food for themselves, and ' the third man for 
thirty- six weeks each year is short of third-rate potatoes,' the 
things which have been must decidedly prepare to alter them- 
selves ! — I will now quit this of the organisation of Men of Letters. 

Alas, the evil that pressed heaviest on those Literary Heroes 
of ours was not the want of organisation for Men of Letters, but 
a far deeper one ; out of which, indeed, this and so many other 
evils for the Literary Man, and for all men, had, as from their 
fountain, taken rise. That our Hero as Man of Letters had to 
travel without highway, companionless, through an inorganic 
chaos, — and to leave his own life and faculty lying there, as a 
partial contribution towards pushing some highway through it: 
this, had not his faculty itself been so perverted and paralysed, he 
might have put up with, might have considered to be but the com- 
mon lot of Heroes. His fatal misery was the spiritual paralysis^ 
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80 we may name it, of the Age in which his life lay; whereby his 
life too, do what he might, was half-paralysed ! The Eighteenth 
was a Sceptical Century ; in which little word there is a whole 
Pandora's Box of miseries. Scepticism: means not intellectual 
Doubt alone, but moral doubt; all sorts of in^dehiy, insincerity, 
spiritual paxalysis. Perhaps, in few centuries that one could 
specify since the world began, was a life of Heroism more diffi- 
cult for a man. That was not an age of Faith, — ^an age of He- 
roes ! The Tery possibility of Heroism had been, as it were, for- 
mally abnegated in the minds of all. Heroism was gone for- 
ever ; Triviality, Formalism and Commonplace were come for- 
ever. The ^age of miracles ' had been, or perhaps had not been ; 
but it was not any longer. An effete world ; wherein Wonder, 
G-reatness, GK)dhood could not now dwell ; — ^in one word, a god- 
less world I 

How mean, dwarfish are their ways of thinking, in this time,-^ 
compared not with the Christian She^peares and Miltons, but 
with the old Pagan Skalds, with any species of believing men ! 
The living Tree Igdrasil, with the melodious prophetic waving 
of its world-wide boughs, deep-rooted as Hela, has died out into 
the clanking of a World-MACHiNE. ^Tree ' and ^ Machine:' con- 
trast these two things. I, for my share, declare the world to be 
no machine : I say that it does not go by wheel-and pinion ' mo- 
tives,' self-interests, checks, balances; that there is something 
far other in it than the clank of spinning-jennies, and parliamen- 
tary majorities ; and, on the whole, that it is not a machine at 
all ! — The old Norse Heathen had a truer notion of God's-world 
than these poor Machine Sceptics : the old Heathen Norse were 
sincere men. But for these poor Sceptics there was no sincerity, 
no truth. Half-truth and hearsay was called truth. Truth, for 
most men, meant plausibility ; to be measured by the number of 
votes you could get. They had lost any notion that sincerity 
was possible, or of what sincerity was. How many Plausibilities 
asking, with unaffected surprise and the air of offended virtue, 
What ! am not I sincere ? Spiritual Paralysis, I say, nothing 
left but a Mechanical life, was the characteristic of that century. 
For the common man, unless happily he stood below his century 
and belonged to another prior one, it was impossible to be a Be- 

8* 
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liever, a Hero ; he lay buried, unconscious, under these balefdl 
influences. To the strongest man, only with infinite struggle and 
confusion was it possible to work himself half-loose; and lead 
as it were, in an enchanted, most tragical way, a spiritual death- 
in-life, and be a Half-Hero! 

Scepticism is the name we give to all this ; as the chief symp- 
tom, as the chief origin of all this. Concerning which so much 
were to be said ! It would take many Discourses, not a small 
fraction of one Discourse, to state what one feels about that 
Eighteenth Century and its ways. As indeed this, and the like 
of this, which we now call Scepticism, is precisely the black 
malady and life-foe, against which all teaching and discoursing 
since man's life began has directed itself: the battle of Belief 
against Unbelief is the never-ending battle ! Neither is it in the 
way of crimination that one would wish to speak. Scepticism, 
for that century, we must consider as the decay of old ways of 
believing, the preparation afar oflF for new better and wider ways, 
— an inevitable thing. We will not blame men for it ; we will 
lament their hard fate. We will understand that destruction of 
o\^ forms is not destruction of everlasting stibstances; that Scep- 
ticism, as sorrowful and hateful as we see it, is not an end but a 
beginning. 

The other day speaking, without prior purpose that way, of 
Bentham's theory of man and man's life, I chanced to call it a 
more beggarly one than Mahomet's. I am bound to say, now 
when it is once uttered, that such is my deliberate opinion. Not 
that one word would mean offence against the man Jeremy Ben- 
tham, or those who respect and believe him. Bentham himself, 
and evet the creed of Bentham, seems to me comparatively 
worthy of praise. Tt is a determinate being what all the world, 
in a cowardly half and-half manner, was tending to be. Let us 
have the crisis ; we shall either have death or the cure, I call 
this gross, steam-engine Utilitarianism an approach towards new 
Faith. It was a laying down of cant; a saying to oneself: 
" Well then, this world is a dead iron machine, the god of it 
Gravitation and selfish Hunger ; let us see what, by checking and 
balancing, and good adjustment of tooth and pinion, can be 
made of it I" Benthamism has something complete, manful, in 
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sncli fearless committal of itself to what it finds true ; yoa may 
call it Heroic, though a Heroism with its epes put out ! It is the 
culminatiDg point, and fearless ultimatum, of what lay in the 
half-and half state, pervading man's whole existence in that 
Eighteenth Century. It seems to me, all deniers of Godhood, 
and all lip-believers of it, are bound to be Benthamites, if they 
have courage and honeisty. Benthamism is an eyeless Heroism : 
the Human Species, like a hapless blinded Samson grinding in 
the Philistine Mill, clasps convulsively the pillars of its Mill ; 
brings huge ruin down, but ultimately deliverance withal. Of 
Benl^am I meant to say no harm. 

But this I do «ay, and would wish all men to know and lay to 
heart, that he who discerns nothing but Mechanism in the Uni- 
verse, has in the fatalest way missed the secret of the Universe 
altogether. That all Godhood should vanish out of men's con- 
ception of this Universe seems to me precisely the most brutal 
error, — ^I will not disparage Heathenism by calling it a Heathen 
error, — that men could fall into. It is not true ; it is false at 
the very heart of it. A man who thinks so will think wrong 
about all things in the world ; this ori^al sin will vitiate all 
other conclusions he can form. One might call it the most la- 
mentable of Delusions, — not forgetting Witchcraft itself! Witch- 
craft worshipped at least a living Devil ; but this worships a 
dead iron Devil ; no God, not even a Devil ! — ^Whatsoever is no- 
ble, divine, inspired, drops thereby out of life. There remains 
everywhere in life a despicable capTU-mortwum ; the mechanical 
hull, all soul fied out of it. How can a man act heroically % 
The ' Doctrine of Motives' will teach him that it is, under more 
or less disguise, nothing But a wretched love of Pleasure, fear of 
Pain ; that Hunger, of applause, of cash, of whatsoever victual 
it may be, is the ultimate fact of man's life. Atheism, in brief; 
— ^which does indeed frightfully punish itself The man, I say, 
is become spiritually a paralytic man ; this godlike Universe a 
dead mechanical steam-engine, all working by motives, checks, 
balances, and I know not what ; wherein, as in the detestable 
belly of some Phalaris'-Bull of his own contriving, he the poor 
Phalaris sits miserably dying ! — 

Belief I define to be a healthy act of a man's mind. It is a 
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mysterious indesoribable process, that of getting to believe ; — in- 
describable, as all vital acts are. We have our mind given us, 
not that it may <}avil and argue, but that it may see into some- 
thing, give us clear belief and understanding about some- 
thing, whereon we are then to proceed to act. Doubt, truly, is 
not itself a crime. Certainly we do not rush out, clutch up the 
first thing we find, and straightway believe that ! All manner 
of doubt, inquiry, vKiipis as it is named, about all manner of ob- 
jects, dwells in every reasonable mind. Iji is the mystic work- 
ing of the mind, on the object it is getting to know and believe. 
Belief comes out of all this, above ground, like the tree from its 
hidden roots. But now if, even on common things, we require 
that a man keep his doubts sUent^ and not babble of them till 
they in some measure become affirmations or denials; how much 
more in regard to the highest things, impossible to speak of in 
words at all ! That a man parade his doubt, and get to imagine 
that debating and logic (which means at best only the manner of 
idling us your thought, your belief or disbelief, abput a thing) is 
f^e triumph and true work of what intellect he has : alas, this is 
as if you should overturn the tree, and instead of green boughs, 
leaves and fruits, shew us ugly taloned roots turned up into the 
air, — and no growth, only death and misery going on ! 

For the Scepticism, as I said, is not intellectual only ; it is 
moral also ; a chronic atrophy and disease of the whole soul. A 
man lives by believing something ; not by debating and arguing 
about many things. A sad case for him when all that he can 
manage to believe is something he can button in his pocket, and 
with one or the other organ eat and digest ! Lower than that 
he will not get. We call those ages in Which he. gets so low the 
ndoumfulest, sickest and meanest of all ages. The world's heart 
is palsied, sick : how can any limb of it be whole ? Genuine 
Acting ceases in all departments of the world's work ; dexterous 
Similitude of Acting begins. The world's wages are pocketed, 
the world's work is not done. Heroes have gone out ; Quacks 
have come in. Accordingly, what Century, since the end of the 
Boman world, which also was a time of scepticism, simulacra 
and universal decadence, so abounds with Quacks as that Eigh- 
teenth? Consider them, with their tumid sentimental vapouring 
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about virtue, benevolence, — the wretched Quack-squadron, Cag- 
liostro at the head of them ! Few men were without quackery ; 
they had got to consider it a necessary ingredient and amalgam 
for truth. Chatham, our brave Chatham himself, comes down 
to the House, all wrapt and bandaged ; he ' has crawled out in 
great bodily suffering,* and so ,on r^forgets^ says Walpole, that 
he is acting the sick man ; in the fire of debate, snatches his arm 
from the sling, ^and oratorically swings and brandishes it ! Chat- 
ham himself lives the strangest mimetic life, half-hero, half- 
quack, all along. For indeed the world is full of dupes ; and 
you have to gain the world^s suffrage ! How the duties of the 
world will be done in that case, what quantities of error, which 
means failure, which means sorrow and misery, to some and to 
many, will gradually accumulate in all provinces of the world's 
business, we need not compute. 

It seems to me, you lay your finger here on the heart of the 
world's maladies, when you call it a Sceptical World. An insin- 
cere world ; a godless untruth of a world ! It is out of this, as 
I consider, that the whole tribe of social pestilences, French Re- 
volutions, Chartisms, and what not, have derived their being, — 
their chief necessity to be. This must alter. Till this alter, 
nothing can beneficially alter. My one hope of the world, my 
inexpugnable consolation in looking at the miseries of the world, 
is that this is altering. Hei^e and there one does now find a 
man who knows, as of old, that this world is a Truth, and no 
Plausibility and Falsity ; that he himself is alive, not dead or 
paralytic ; and the world is alive, instinct with Godhood, beauti- 
ful and awful, even as in the beginning of days! One man 
once knowing this, many men, all men, must by and by come to 
know it. It lies there clear, for whosoever will take the specta- 
cles off his eyes and honestly look, to know ! For such a man the 
Unbelieving Century, with its unblessed Products, is already past ; 
a new century is already come. The old unblessed Products and 
Performances, as solid as they look, are Phantasms, preparing 
speedily to vanish. To this and the other noisy, very great- 
looking Simulacrum with the whole world huzzahing at its heels, ' 
he can say, composedly stepping aside : Thou art not trtie ; thou 
art not extant, only semblant, go thy way ! — ^Yes, hollow Formu- 
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lism, gross Benthamism, and other unheroic atheistic Insincerity 
is visibly and even rapidly declining. An unbelieving Eighteenth 
Century is but an exception, — such as now and then occurs. I 
prophesy that the world will once more become sincere ; a believ- 
ing world ; with many Heroes in it, a Heroic World. It will 
then be a victorious world ; never till then. 

Or indeed what of the world and its victories ? Men speak 
too much about the world. Each one of us here, let the world 
go how it will, and be victorious or not victorious, has he not a 
Life of his own to lead ? One Life ; a little gleam of Time be- 
tween two Eternities ; no second chance to us forevermore ! It 
were well for us to live not as fools and simulacra, but as wise 
and realities. The world's being saved will not save us ; nor the 
world's being lost destroy us. We should look to ourselves: 
there is great merit here in the ' duty of staying at home !* And, 
on the whole, to say truth, I never heard of 'worlds' being 
* saved' in any other way. That mania of saving worlds is itself 
a piece of the Eighteenth Century with its windy sentimental- 
ism. Let us not follow it too far. For the saving of the world, 
I will trust confidently to the Maker of the world ; and look a 
little to my own saving, which I am more competent to ! — In 
brief, for the world's sake, and for our own, we will rejoice greatly 
that Scepticism, Insincerity, Mechanical Atheism, with all their 
poison-dews, are going, and as good as gone. 

Now it was under such conditions, in those times of Johnson, 
that our Men of Letters had to live. Times in which there was 
properly no truth in life. Old Truths had fallen nigh dumb ; 
the new lay yet hidden, not trying to speak. That Man's Life 
here below was a Sincerity and Fact, and would forever continue 
such, no new intimation in that dusk of the world, had yet 
dawned. No intimation ; not even any French Revolution, — 
which we define to be a Truth once more, though a Truth clad 
in hellfire I How different was the Luther's pilgrimage, with its 
assured goal, from the Johnson's, girt with mere traditions, sup- 
positions, grown now incredible, unintelligible ! Mahomet's For- 
*mulas were of ^ wood waxed and oiled,' and could be burnt out of 
one's way : poor Johnson's were far more difficult to burn. — The 
strong man will ever find work^ which means difficulty, pain, to 
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the full measure of his strength. But to make out a victory, in 
those circumstances of our poor Hero as Man of Letters, was 
perhaps more difficult than in any. Not obstruction, disorgani- 
sation, Bookseller Osborne and Fourpence-halfpenny a day; 
not this alone ; but the light of his own soul was taken from 
him. No landmark on the Earth ; and, alas, what is that to 
having no loadstar in the Heaven ! We need ^ot wonder that 
ncme of those Three men rose to victory. That they fought truly, 
is the highest praise. With a mournful sympathy we will con- 
template, if not three living victorious Heroes, as I said, the 
Tombs of three fallen Heroes ! They fell for us too ; making a 
way for us. There are the mountains which they hurled abroad 
in their confused War of the Giants ; under which, their strength 
and life spent, they now lie buried. 

I have already written of these three Literary Heroes, ex- 
pressly or incidentally ; what I suppose is known to most of you ; 
what need not be spoken or written a second time. They concern 
us here as the singular Prophets of that singular age ; for such they 
virtually were ; and the aspect they and their world exhibit, under 
this point of view, might lead us into reflexions enough ! I call 
them, all three. Genuine Men more or less ; faithfully, for most 
part unconsciously, struggling, to be genuine, and plant them- 
selves on the everlasting truth of things. This to a degree that 
eminently distinguishes them from the poor artificial mass of 
their contemporaries ; and renders them worthy to be considered 
as Speakers, in some measure, of the everlasting truth, as Proph- 
ets in that age of theirs. By Nature herself a noble necessity 
was laid on them to be so. They were men of such magnitude 
that they could not live on unrealities, — clouds, froth and all inan- 
ity gave way under them : there was no footing for them but on 
firm earth ; no rest or regular motion for them, if they got no 
footing there. To a certain extent, they were Sons of Nature 
once more in -an age of Artifice ; once more Original Men. 

As for Johnson, I have always considered him to be, by na- 
ture, one of our great English souls. A strong and noble man ; 
so much left undeveloped in him to the last: in a kindlier ele- 
ment what might he not have been, — Poet, Priest, sovereign 
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Baler ! On the whole, a man must not complain of his ^ element/ 
of his ' time,' or the like ; it is thriftless Work doing so. His 
time is bad : weH then, he is there to make it better ! — Johnson's 
youth was po(^, isolated, hopeless, yery miseraUe. Indeed, it 
does not seem possible that, in any the favourablest outward cir- 
cumstances, Johnson's life could have been other than a painful 
(me. The world^might have had more of profitable work out of 
him, or less ; but his efffart against the world's work could never 
have been a light one. Nature, in return for his nobleness, had 
said to him, Live in an element of diseased sorrow. Nay, per- 
haps the sorrow and the nobleness were intimately and even, in- 
separably connected with each other. At all events, poor John- 
son had to go about girt with continual hypochondria, physical 
and spiritual pain. Like a Hercules with the burning Nessus'- 
shirt on him, which shoots in on him dull incurable misery ; the 
Nessus'-shirt not to be stript off, which is his own natural skin 1 
In this manner, he had to live. Figure him there, with his scro- 
fulous diseases, with his great greedy heart, and unspeakable 
chaos of thoughts ; stalking mournful as a stranger in this Earth ; 
eagerly devouring what spiritual thing he could come at : school- 
languages and other merely grammatical stuff, if there were noth- 
ing better ! The largest soul that was in all England ; and 
provision made for it of ^ fourpence-halfpenny a day.' Yet a 
giant invincible soul ; a true man's. Qne remembers always 
that story of the shoes at Oxford : the rough, seamed-faced, raw- 
boned College Servitor stalking about, in winter-season, with his 
shoes worn out ; how the charitable Gentleman Commoner 
secretly places a new pair at his door ; and the rawboned Servi- 
tor, lifting them, looking at them near, with his dim eyes, with 
what thoughts, — pitches them out of the window ! Wet feet^ 
mud, frost, hunger or what you will ; but not beggary ; we can- 
not stand beggary ! Kude stubborn self-help here ; a whole 
world of squalor, rudeness, confused misery and want, yet of 
nobleness and manfulness withal. It is a type of the man's life, 
this pitching away of the shoes. An original man ; — not a sec- 
ondhand, borrowing or begging man. Let us stand on our own 
basis, at any rate ! On such shoes as we ourselves can get. On 
frost and mud, if you will, but honestly on that ; — on the reality 
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and, aubstanoe which Nature gives us, not on the semblance, on 
the thing she has given another than us ! — 

And yet with all this rugged pride of manhood and self-help, 
was there ever soul more tenderly affectionate, loyally submissive 
to what was really higher than he ? Great souls are always loy- 
ally submissive, reverent to what is oyer them ; only small mean 
souls are otherwise. I could not find a better proof of what I 
said the other day. That the sincere man was by nature the 
obedient man ; that only in a World of Heroes was there loyal 
Obedience to the Heroic. The essence of originality is not that 
it be new : Johnsoji believed altogether in the old ; he found the 
old opinions credible for him, fit for him ; and in a right heroio 
manner lived under them. He is well worth study in regard to 
that. For we are to say that Johnson was far other than a mere 
man of words and formulas ; he was a man of truths and facts. 
He stood by the old formulas ; the happier was it for him that 
he could so stand : but in all formulas that he could stand by, 
there needed to be a most genuine substance. Very curious how, 
in that poor Paper-age, so barren, artificial, thick-quilted with 
Pedantries, Hearsays, the great Fact of t^is Universe glared-in 
forever, wonderful, indubitable, unspeakable, divine-infernal, upon 
this man too ! How he harmonised his Formulas with it, how he 
managed at all under such circumstances : that is a thing worth 
seeing. A thing * to be looked at with reverence, with pity, with 
awe.' That Church of St. Clement Danes, where Johnson still 
worshipped in the era of Voltaire, is to me a venerable place. 

It was in virtue of his sincerity^ of his speaking still in some 
sort from the heart of Nature, though in the current artificial dia- 
lect, that Johnson was a Prophet. Are not all dialects * artifi- 
cial ?' Artificial things are not all false ; — ^nay every true Pro- 
duct of Nature will infallibly shape itself ; we may say all artificial 
things are, at the starting of them, true. What we call ^ Formu- 
las' are not in their origin bad ; they are indispensably good. 
Formula is method^ habitude ; found wherever man is found. For- 
mulas fjGUihion themselves as Paths do, as beaten Highways, lead- 
ing towards some sacred or high object, whither many men are 
bent. Consider it. One man, full of heartfelt earnest impulse, 
finds out a wajT of doing somewhat — ^were it of uttering his soul's 
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reverence for the Highest, were it but of fitly salatiDg his fellow 
man. An inventor was needed to do that, a poet ; he has articu- 
lated the dim-struggling thought that dwelt in his own and many 
hearts. This is his way of doing that ; these are his footsteps, 
the beginning of a ^ Path.' And now see : the second man travels 
naturally in the footsteps of his foregoer, it is the easiest method. 
In the footsteps of his foregoer; yet with improvements, with 
changes where such seem good ; at all events with enlargements, 
the Path ever widening itself as more travel it ; — ^till at last there 
is a broad Highway whereon the whole world may travel and drive. 
While there remains a City or Shrine, or any Reality to drive to, 
at the farther end, the Highway shall be right welcome ! When 
the City is gone, we will forsake the Highway. In this manner 
all Institutions, Practices, Kegulated Things in the world have 
come into existence, and gone out of existence. Formulas all be- 
gin by being full of substance ; you may call them the skiriy the 
articulation into shape, into limbs and skin, of a substance that 
is already there : they had not been there otherwise. Idols, as 
we said, are not idolatrous till they become doubtful, empty for 
the worshipper's heart. Much as we talk against Formulas, I 
hope no one of us is ignorant withal of the high significance of 
true Formulas ; that they were, and will ever be, the indispensa- 

blest furniture of our habitation in this world. -. 

Mark, too, how little Johnson boasts of his * sincerity.' He 
has no suspicion of his being particularly sincere, of his being par- 
ticularly anything ! A hard struggling, weary-hearted man, or 
' scholar' as he calls himself, trying hard to get some honest live- 
lihood iu the world, not to starve, but to live — ^without stealing 
A noble unconsciousness is in him. He does not ' engrave Truth 
on his watch-seal ;' no, but he stands by truth, speaks by it, works 
and lives by it. Thus it ever is. Think of it once more. The 
man whom Nature has appointed to do great things is, first of all, 
furnished with that openness to Nature which renders him inca- 
pable of being i;isincere ! To his large, open, deep-feeling heart 
Nature is a Fact : all hearsay is hearsay ; the unspeakable great- 
ness of this M3 stery of Life, let him acknowledge it or not, nay 
•even though he seem to forget it or deny it, is ever present to 
him — ^fearful and wonderful, on this huid and on that. He has a 
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basis of sincerity ; unrecognised, because never questioned or ca- 
pable of question. Mirabeau, Mahomet, Cromwell, Napoleon : all 
the Great Men I ever heard of have this as the primary material 
of them. Innumerable commonplace men are debating, are talk- 
ing everywhere their commonplace doctrines, which they have 
learned by logic, by rote, at secondhand : to that kind of man all 
this is still nothing. He must have truth ; truth which ke feels 
to be true. How shall he stand otherwise ? His whole soul, at 
all moments, in all ways, tells him that there is no standing. He 
is under the noble necessity of being true. Johnson's way of 
thinking about this world is not mine, any more than Mahomet's 
was : but I recognise the everlasting element of heKvi-sincerity in 
both ; and see with pleasure, how neither of them remains inef- 
fectual. Neither of them is as chaff sown ; in both of them is 
something which the seed-field will grow. 

Johnson was a Prophet to his people ; preached a Gospel to 
them — as all like him always do. The highest Gospel he preach- 
ed we may describe as a kind of Moral Prudence : * in a world 
where much is to be done and little is to be known,' see how you 
will do\i\ A thing well worth preaching. * A world where 
much is to be done and little is to be known :' do not sink your- 
selves in boundless bottomless abysses of Doubt, of wretched god- 
forgetting Unbelief ; — ^you were miserable then, powerless, mad : 
how could you do or work at all ? Such Gospel Johnson preach- 
ed and taught ; — coupled theoretically and practically, with this 
other great Gospel, * Clear your mind of Cant !' Have no trade 
with Cant : stand on the cold mud in the frosty weather, but let it 
be in your own real torn shoes : * that will be better for you,' as Ma- 
homet says I I call this, I call these two things joined together^ a 
great Gospel, the greatest perhaps that was possible at that time. 

Johnson's Writings, which once had such currency and cele- 
brity, are now as it were disowned by the young generation. It 
is not wonderful ; Johnson's opinions are fast becoming obsolete : 
but his style of thinking and of living, we may hope, will never 
becoihe obsolete. I find in Johnson's Books the indisputablest 
traces of a great intellect and great heart ; — ever welcome, under 
what obstructions and perversions soever. They are sincere words, 
those of his ; he means things by them. A wondrous buckram 
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style — the best he could get to then ; a meaa^ed grandiloqueDce, 
stepping or rather stalking along in a very solemn way, grown 
obsolete now ; sometimes a tumid size of phraseology not in pro- 
portion to the contents of it : all this you will put up with. For 
the phraseology, tumid or not, has always something within it. So 
many beautiful styles, and books, with nothing in them ; — ^a man 
is a maZ^factor to the world who writes such ! They are the 
avoidable kind ! — Had Johnson left nothing but his Dictionaryj 
one might have traced there a great intellect, a genuine man. 
Looking to its clearness of definition, its general solidity, honesty, 
insight and successful method, it may be called the best of all 
Dictionaries. There is in it a kind of architectural nobleness ; it 
stands there like a great solid square-built edifice, finished sym- 
metrically complete : you judge that a true Builder did it. 

One word, in spite of our haste, must be granted to poor Boz- 
zy. He passes for a mean, inflated, gluttonous creature ; and was 
so in many senses. Yet the fact of his reverence for Johnson 
will ever remain noteworthy. The foolish conceited Scotch 
Laird, the most conceited man of his time, approaching in such 
awestruck attitude the great dusty irascible Pedagogue in his 
mean garret there : it is a genuine reverence for Excellence ; a 
worship for Heroes, at a time when neither Heroes nor worship 
were surmised to exist. Heroes, it would seem, exist always, and 
a certain worship of them ! We will also take the liberty to deny 
altogether that of the witty Frenchman, That no man is a Hero 
to his valet-de-chambre. Or if so, it is not the Hero's blame, but 
the Valet's : that his soul, namely, is a mean valet-soxxl ! He ex- 
pects his Hero to advance in royal stage-trappings, with measured 
step, trains borne behind him, trumpets sounding before him. It 
should stand rather. No man can be a Grand- MoTiarqite to his 
valet-de-chambre. Strip your Louis Quatorze of his king-gear, 
and there is left nothing but a poor forked radish with a head 
fantastically carved ; — admirable to no valet. The Valet does 
not know a Hero when he sees him ! Alas, no : it requires a 
kind of Hero to do that ; — and one of the world's Wants, in this as 
in other senses, is for most part want of such. 

On the whole shall we not say, that BoswelPs admiration was 
well bestowed ; that he could have found no soul in all England 
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SO worthy of bending down before ? Shall we not say. of this 
great mournful Johnson too, that he guided his difficult confused 
existence wisely ; led it tpeil, like a right valiant man ? That 
waste chaos of Authorship by Trade ; that waste chaos of Scepti- 
cism in religion and politics, in life- theory and life-practice ; in 
his poverty, in his dust and dimness, with the sick body and the 
rusty coat : he made it do for him, like a brave man. Not wholly 
without a loadstar in the Eternal ; he had still a loadstar, as the 
brave all need to have : with his eye set on that, he would change 
his course for nothing in these confused vortices of the lower sea 
of Time. ' To the Spirit of Lies, bearing death and hunger, he 
would in no wise strike his flag.' Brave old Samuel: uUinms 
Romanorum ! 

Of Rousseau and his Heroism I cannot say so much. He is 
not what I call a strong man. A morbid, excitable, spasmodic 
man ; at best, intense rather than strong. He had not ' the 
talent of Silence,' an invaluable talent; which few Frenchmen, 
or indeed men of any sort in these times, excel in ! The suffer- 
ing man ought really ' to consume his own smoke ;' there is no 
good in emitting smoke till you have made it into^re, — which, in 
the metaphorical sense too, all smoke is capable of becoming ! 
Kousseau has not depth or width, not calm force for difficulty ; 
the first characteristic of true greatness. A fundamental mistake 
to call vehemence and rigidity strength ! A man is not strong 
who takes convulsion-fits ; though six men cannot hold him then. 
He that can walk under the heaviest weight without staggering, 
he is the strong man. We need forever, especially in these loud- 
shrieking days, to remind ourselves of that. A man who cannot 
hold his peace, till the time come for speaking and acting, is no 
right man. 

Poor Rousseau's face is to me expressive of him. A high, but 
narrow contracted intensity in it : bony brows ; deep, strait- set 
eyes, in which there is something bewildered-looking, — bewil- 
dered, peering with lynx-eagerness. A face full of misery, even 
ignoble misery, and also of the antagonism against that ; some- 
thing mean, plebeian there, redeemed only by irdensity : the face 
of what is called a Fanatic, — a sadly contracted Hero ! We, name 
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him here because, with all hb drawbacks, and they are many, he 
has the first and chief characteristic of a Hero : he is heartily 
in earnest. In earnest, if ever man was ; as none of these French 
Philosophers were. Nay, one would say, of an earnestness too 
great for his otherwise sensitive, rather feeble nature ; and which 
indeed in the end drove him into the strangest incoherences, al- 
most delirations. There had come, at last, to be a kind of mad- 
ness in him : his Ideas possessed him like demons ; hurried him 
so about, drove him over steep places ! — 

The fault and misery of Boosseau was what we easily name by 
a single word, Egoism ; which is indeed ihe source and summary 
of all faults and miseries whatsoever. He had not perfected 
himself into victory over mere Desire ; a mean Hunger, in many 
sorts, was still the motive principle of him. I am afraid he was 
a very vain man ; hungry for the praises of men. You remem- 
ber Genlis's experience of him. She took Jean Jacques> to the 
Theatre ; he bargaining for a strict incognito.-^'' He would not 
be seen there for the world 1" The curtain did happen neverthe- 
less to be drawn aside : the Pit recognised Jean Jacques, but 
took no great notice of him ! He expressed the bitterest indig- 
nation ; gloomed all evening, spake no other than surly Words. 
The glib Countess remained entirely convinced that his anger 
was not at being seen, but at not being applauded when seen. 
How the whole nature of the man is poisoned ; nothing but sus- 
picion, self-isolation, fierce moody ways ! He could not live with 
anybody. A man of some rank from the country, who visited 
him often, and used to sit with him, expressing all reverence and 
afiidction for him, comes one day ; finds Jean Jacques full of the 
sourest unintelligible humour. '^ Monsieur,'' said Jean Jacques, 
with flaming eyes, " I know why you come here. You come to 
see what a poor life I lead ; how little is in my poor pot that is 
boiling there. Well, look into the pot! There is half a pound 
of meat, one carrot and three onions : that is all: go and tell the 
whole world that, if you like. Monsieur !" — A man of this sort 
was far gone. The whole world got itself supplied with anec- 
dotes, for light laughter, for a certain theatrical interest, from 
these perversions and contortions of poor Jean Jacques. Alas, 
to him they were not laughing or theatrical ; too real to him ! 
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The contortions of a dying gladiator : the crowded amphitheatre 
looks on with entertainment ; but the gladiator is in agonies and 
dying. 

And yet this Rousseau, as we say, with his passionate appeals 
to Mothers, with his Contrat-social, with his celebrations of Na- 
ture, even of savage life in Nature, did once more touch upon 
Reality, struggle towards Reality ; was doing the function of a 
Prophet to his Time. As he could, and as the Time could! 
Strangely through all that defacement, degradation and almost 
madness, there is in the inmost heart of poor Rousseau a spark 
of real heavenly fire. Once more, out of the element of that 
withered mocking Philosophism, Scepticism, and Persiflage, there 
has arisen in this man the ineradicable feeling and knowledge 
that this Life of ours is true; not a Scepticism, Theorem, or 
Persiflage, but a Fact, an awful Reality. Nature had made that 
revelation to him ; had ordered him to speak it out. He got it 
spoken out ; if not well and clearly, then ill and dimly, — as 
clearly as he could. Nay what are all errors and perversities 
of his, even those stealings of ribbons, aimless confused miseries 
and vagabondisms, if we will interpret them kindly, but the 
blinkard dazzlement and staggerings to and fro of a man sent on 
an errand he is too weak for, by a path he cannot yet find ? Men 
are led by strange ways. One should have tolerance for a man, 
hope of him ; leave him to try yet what he will do. While life 
lasts, hope lasts for every man. 

Of Rousseau's literary talents, greatly celebrated still among 
his countrymen, I do not say much. His Books, like himself, 
are what I call unhealthy ; not the good sort of Books. There is 
a sensuality in Rousseau. Combined with such an intellectual 
gift as his, it makes pictures of a certain gorgeous attractiveness : 
but they are not genuinely poetical. Not white sunlight : some- 
thing operatic ; a kind of rosepink, artificial bedizenment. It is 
frequent, or rather it is universal, among the French since his 
time. Madam de Stael has something of it ; St. Pierre ; and 
down onwards to the present astonishing convulsionary ' Litera- 
ture of Desperation,' it is everywhere abundant. That same 
rosepink is not the right hue. Look at a Shakspeare, at a Goethe, 
even at a Walter Scott ! He who has once seen into this, has 
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seen the difference of the True from the Sham-Trae, and will 
discriminate them ever afterwards. 

We had to observe in Johnson how much good a Prophet, 
under all disadvantages and disorganisations, can accompHsh for 
the world. In Bousseau we are called to look rather at the fear- 
ful amount of evil which, under such disorganisation, may accom- 
pany the good. Historically it is a most pregnant spectacle, that 
of Kousseau. Banished into Paris garrets, in the gloomy com- 
pany of his own Thoughts and Necessities there ; driven from 
post to pillar ; fretted, exasperated till the heart of him went 
mad, he had grown to feel deeply that the world was not his 
friend nor the world's law. It was* expedient, if any way possi- 
ble, that such a man should riot have been set in fiat hostility 
with the world. He could be cooped into garrets, laughed at as 
a maniac, left to starve like a wild beast in his cage; — but he 
could not be hindered from setting the world on fire. The 
French Revolution found its Evangelist in Bousseau. His semi- 
delirious speculations on the miseries of civilised life, the prefera- 
bility of the savage to the civilised, and such like, helped well to 
produce a whole delirium in France generally. True, you may 
well ask, What could the world, the governors of the world, do 
with such a man ? Difficult to say what the governors of the 
world could do with him I What he could do with them is un- 
happily clear enough, — guillotine a great many of them ! Enough 
now of Bousseau. 

It was a curious phenomenon, in the withered, unbelieving, 
secondhand Eighteenth Century, that of a Hero starting up among 
the artificial pasteboard figures and productions, in the guise of a 
Bobert Burns. Like a little well in the rocky desert places, — 
like a sudden splendour of Heaven in the artificial Vauxhall \ 
People knew not what to make of it. They took it for a piece of 
the Vauxhall fire-work; alas, it let itself be so taken, though 
struggling half-blindly, as in bitterness of death, against that ! 
Perhaps no man had such a false reception from his fellow-men. 
Once more a very wasteful life-drama was enacted under the sun. 

The tragedy of Burns's life is known to all of you. Surely we 
may say, if discrepancy between place held and place merited con- 
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stitute peryerseness of lot for a man, no lot oould be more pier- 
verse than Burns's. Among those secondhand acting figures, 
piimes for most part, of the Eighteenth Century, once more a 
giant Original Man ; one of those men who reach down to the 
perennial Deeps, who take rank with the Heroic among men : and 
he was born in a poor Ayrshire hut.- The largest soul of all the 
British lands came among us in the shape of a hard-handed Scot- 
tish Peasant. — His Father, a poor toiling man, tried various 
things ; did not succeed in any ; was involved in continual di£Bi- 
culti^s. The Steward, Factor as the Scotch call him, used to 
send letters and threatenings, Burns says, ^ which threw us all 
into tears.' The brave hard-toiling, hard-suffering Father, his 
brave heroine of a wife ; and those children, of whom Eobert was 
one ! In this Earth, so wide otherwise, no shelter for them. The 
letters 'threw us all into tears:' figure it. The brave Father, I 
say always ; — & silent Hero and Poet ; without whom the son had 
never been a speaking one ! Burns's Schoolmaster came after- 
wards to London, learnt what good society was ; but declares that 
in no meeting of men did he ev<^r enjoy better discourse than at 
the hearth of this peasant. And his poor ' seven acres of nursery- 
ground,' — not that, nor the miserable patch of clay-farm, nor any- 
thing he tried to get a Hying hj, would prosper with him ; he; had 
a sore unequal battle all his days. But he stood to it valiantly ; 
a wise, faithful, unconquerable man ; — swallowing down how many 
Bore sufferings daily into silence ; fighting like an unseen Hero, — 
nobody publishing newspaperz-paragraphs about his nobleness ; 
voting pieces of plate to him ! However, he was not lost ; no- 
thing is lost. Robert is there ; the outcome of him, — and indeed 
of many generations of such as him. 

This Burns appeared under every disadvantage : uninstructed, 
poor, born only to hard manual toil ; and writing, when it came 
to that, in a rustic special dialect, known only to a small province* 
of the country he lived in. Had he written, even what he,di'4" 
write, in the general language of England, I doubt not he had 
already become universally recognised as being, or capable to be, 
one of our greatest men. That he should have tempted so many 
to penetrate through the rough husk of that dialect of his, is proof 
that there lay something far from common within it. He has 

9 
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gained a certain recognition, and is continuing to do so over all 
quarters of o\ir wide Saxon world : wheresoever a Saxon dialect 
is spoken, it begins to be understood, by personal inspection of 
this and the other, that one of the most coDsiderable Saxon men 
of the Eighteenth century was an Ayrshire Peasant named Robert 
Burns. Yfes, I will say, her^ too was a piece of the right Saxon 
stuff: strong as the Harz-rock, rooted in the depths of the world ; 
rock, yet with wells of living softness in it ! A wild impetuous 
whirlwind, of passion and faculty slumbered quiet there ; such 
heavenly melody dwelling in the heart of it. A noble rough gen- 
uineness ; homely, rustic, honest ; true simplicity of strength ; 
with its lightning-fire, with its soft dewy pity ; — like thd old Norse 
Thor, the Peasant-god I — 

Burns's Brother Gilbert, a man of much sense and worth, has 
told me that Robert, in his young days, in spite of their hardship, 
was usually the gayest of speech ; a fellow of infinite frolic, laugh- 
ter, sense, and heart ; far pleasanter to hear there, stript cutting 
peats in the bog, or sucli like, than he ever afterwards knew him. 
I can well believe it. The basis of mirth ['fond gaiUard^ as old 
Marquis Mirabeau calls it), a primal- element of sunshine and joy- 
fulness, coupled with his other deep and earnest qualities, is one 
of the most attractive characteristics of Burns. -A large fund of 
Hope dwells in him; spite of his tragical history, he is not a 
mourning man. He shakes his sorrows gallantly aside ; bounds 
forth victorious over them. It is as the lion shaking ' dew-drops 
from his mane ; ' as the swift-bounding horse, that laughs at the 
shaking of the spear. — But indeed, Hope, Mirth, of the sort like 
Burns's, are they not the outcome properly of warm generous 
affection, — such as is the beginning of all to every man ? 

You wotild think it strange if I called Bums the most gifted 
British *oul we had in all that century of his : and yet I believe 
the day is coming when there will be little danger in saying so. 
His writings, all that he did under such obstructions, are only a 
poor fragment of him. Professor Stewart remarked very justly, 
what indeed is true of all ppetg good for much, that his poetry 
was not any particular faculty ; but the general result of a natur- 
ally vigorous original mind expressing itself in t)iat way. Burns's 
giftB, expressed in conversation, are the ^heme qf ^\\ that ever 
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heard him. All kinds of gifts : from the gracefulest utterances 
of courtesy, to the highest fire of passionate speech ; loud floods 
of mirth, soft wailitigs of affection, laconic emphasis, clear pierc- 
ing insight : all was in him. Witty duchesses celebrate him as a 
man whose speech ' led them off their feet* This is beautiful: 
but still more beautiful that which Mr. Lockhart has recorded, 
which I have more than once alluded to, How the waiters and 
ostlers at inns would get out of bed and come crowding to hear 
this ijian speak ! Waiters and ostlers : — they too were men, and 
here was a man ! _.- I have heard much about his speech ; but one 
of the best things I ever heard of it was, last year, from a vener- 
able gentleman long familiar with him, That it was speech dis- 
tinguished by always having something in it. " He spoke rather 
little than much," this old man told me ; " sat rather silent in 
those early days, as in the company of persons above him ; and 
always when he did speak, it was to throw new light on the mat- 
ter." I know not why any one should ever speak otherwise! — 
But if we look at his general force of soul, his healthy robustness 
every way, the rugged downrightness, penetration, generous valour 
and manfulness that was in liim, — ^where ^all we readily find a 
better-gifted man 7 

Among the great men of the Eighteenth Century, I sometimes 
feel aS if Burns might be found to resemble Mirabeau more than 
any other. They differ widely in vesture ; yet look af- -"hem in- 
trinsically. There is the same burly thicknecked strep' a of body 
as of soul ; — ^built, in both cases, on what the old Mf ais calls a 
fond gaillard. By nature, by course of breeding, i 3ed by na- 
tion, Mirabeau has much more of bluster ; a iioisj orward, un- 
resting man. But the characteristic of Mirabeau too is veracity 
and sense, power of true insight, superiority of vision. The 
thing that he says is worth remembering. It is a flash of insight 
into some object or other : so do both these men speak. The 
same raging passions ; capable too in both of manifesting them- 
selves as the tenderest noble affections. Wit, wild laughter, en- 
ergy, directness, sincerity : these were in both. The types of 
the two men are not dissimilar. Burns too could have governed, 
debated in National Assemblies ; politicised, as few could. Alas, 
the courage which had to exhibit itself in capture of smuggling 
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jBchooners in tlie Sol way Frith ; in keeping sUeiice over so niuoh, 
irhere no good speech, but only inarticulate rage was possible : 
this might have bellowed forth Ushers de Br6ze and the like ; 
and made itself visible tP all men, iu managing of kingdoms, in 
ruling of great ever-memorable epochs!. But they said to him 
reprovingly, his Official Superiors said, and wrote: 'You are to 
work, not think' Of your ^/iWiA;i»^-facuIty, the greatest m this 
land, we have no need ; you are to gauge beeir. th.ere ; for that 
only are you wanted. Very jiotable ; — ^and worth mentioning, 
though we know what is to be said and answered ! As if 
.Thought, Power of Thinking, were not, at. all times, in all places 
and situations of the world, precisely the thing that was wanted. 
The fatal man, is he not always the unilniiikg man, the man who 
cannot think and see ; but only grope, and halhicinate, and misaee 
ihe nature of the thing he works with ? He missees it, misiaJces 
it, as we say ; takes it for one thing, and it is another thing, — 
and leaves him standing like a Futility there! He is the fatal 
man ; unutterably fatal, put in the high places of men. — " Why 
complain of this?" say some : " Strength is mournfully denied its 
arena ; that was true from of old." Doubtless ; and the worse 
for ihe arc7ia,a.TisweT 1\ Complaining -proSiia little ] stating of 
the truth may profit. That a Europe, with its French Revolu- 
tion just breaking out, finds no need of a Burns except for gaug- 
ing beer, — is a thing I, for one, cannot rejoice at !— 

Once more we Ixave to^say here that the chief quality of Burns 
is the sincerity of him.. So in his Poetry, so in his Life. The 
Song he sings is not of fantasticalities ; it is of a thing felt, real- 
ly there ; the prime merit of this, as of all in him, and of his 
Life generally, is truth. The Life of Burns is what wo may call a 
great tragic sincerity. A sort of savage sincerity, — not cruel, far 
from that ; but wild, wrestling naked with the truth of things. 
In that sense, there is something of the savage in all great men. 

Hero-worship,- — Odin, Burns? Well; these Men of Letters 
too were not without a kind of Hero-worship : but what a strange 
condition has that got into now ! The waiters and ostlers of 
Scotch inns, prying about the door, eager to catch any word that 
fell from Burns, were doing unconscious reverence to the Heroic. 
Johnson had his Boswell for worshipper. Rousseau had wor- 
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shippers enough ) princes calling on him in his mean garret ; the 
great, the beautiful doing reverence to the poor moonstruck man. 
For himself a most portentous contradiction ; the two ends of his 
life not to be brought into harmony. He sits at the tables of 
grandeies ; and lias to copy music for his own living. He cannot 
even get bis music copied : ** By dint of dining out,-* says he, " I 
run the risk of dying by "starvation at h(MEae." For his worshipr 
perstoo a most questionable thing ! If doing Hero-worship well 
or badly be the test of vital wellbeing or illbeing to a^ generation, 
can we say that these generations are very first-rate ?— And yet 
our heroic Men of Letters do teach, govern, are kings, priests, "or 
what you like to call them ; intrinsically there is no preventing 
it by any means whatever. "The world fats to obey him who 
thinks and sees in the world. The world can alter the^ manner 
of that ; can either have it as blessed continuous summ^>sun- 
shine, or as- unBleSsied black thunder and tornado, — ^with un- 
speakable diflPerence of profit for the world ! The manner of it 
is very alterable ; the matter and fact of it is not alterable, l)y 
any power under the sky. Light; or, failing that, lightning : 
the world can take its choice. Not whether we call an Odin 
god, prophet, priest or what we call him ; but whether we be- 
lieve the word he tells us : there it all lies. If it be a true word, 
we shall have to believe it; believing it, we shall have to do it. 
What wawe or welcome we give him or it, is a point that con- 
cerns ourselves mainly, -ft, the new Truth, new deeper revealing 
of the Secret of this Universe, is verily of the nature of a mes- 
sage from on high ; and must and will have itself obeyed. 

My last remark is on that notablest phasis of Burns's history 
— ^his visit to Edinburgh. Often it seems to me as if his de- 
meanour there were the highest proof he gave of what a fund ef 
worth and genuine manhood was in him. If we think of it, few 
heavier burdens could be laid on the strength of a man. So 
sudden ; all common Lumism^ which ruins^ innumerable men, 
was as nothing to this. It is as if Napoleon had been made a 
King of, not gradually, but at once from . the Artillery Lieuten- 
ancy in the Eegiment La Fere, Burns^- still only in his Iweniy- 
fieventh year, is no longer even a ploughman ; he is flying to the 
West Indies to escape disgrace and a jail. This month he is a 
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ruined peasant, his wages seven pounds a year, and these gone 
&om him : next month he is in the hlaze of -rank and beauty, 
handing down jewelled Duchesses to dinner ; the cynosure of all 
eyes i Adversity is sometimes hard upon a man ; but for one 
man who can stand prosperity, there are a hundred that will 
stand adversity. I admire much the way in which Burns met 
all this. Perhaps no man one could point out, was ever so sorely 
tried^ aud so little forgot himself Tranquil, unastonished ; not 
abashed, not inflated, neither awkwardness nor affectation: he 
feels thaXjie there is the man Eobert Burns; that the 'rank is 
but the guinea-stamp ;' that the celebrity is but the candle-light, 
which will shew what man, not in the least make him a better of 
other man ! Alas, it may readily, unless he look to it, make him 
a worse man ; a wretched* injiated windbag, — ^inflated till he bursty 
and become a dead lion ; for whom, as some one has said, ' there 
is no resurrection of the body :' worse than a living dog! — ^Burns 
is admirable here. . 

And yet, alas, as I have observed elsewhere, these Lion-hunt- 
ers were the ruin and death of Burns. It was they that ren- 
dered it impossible for him to live ! They gathered round him 
in his Farm ; hindered his industry ; no place was remote, enough 
from them. He could not get his Lionism forgotten, honestly as 
he was disp'osed to do sa He falls into discontents, into mise- 
ries, faults ; the world getting, ever more desolate for him ; 
health, character, peace of mind, all gone ;- — solitary enough now. 
It is tragical to think of ! These men came but to see him ; it 
was out of no sympathy with him, nor no hatred to him. They 
oame to get a little amusement : they got their amusement : — 
and the Hero's life went for it! 

Bichter says, in the Island of Sumatra there is a kind of 
< Light-chafers,' large Fire-flies, which people stick upon spits, 
and illuminate the ways with at night. Persons of condition can 
thus travel with, a pleasant radiance, which they much admire. 
Great honour to the Firerflies I But — ! — 



LECTURE VI. 

[Friday, 22d May, 1840.] 

THE HERO AS KINO. CROMWELL, NAPOLEON: MODERN 

REVOLUTIONISM. 

We come now to the last form t)f Heroism ; that which we -call 
Kingship. The Commander over Men; he to whose will our 
wills are to be subordinated, and loyally surrender themselves, 
and find their welfare in doing so, may be reckoned the most im- 
portant of Great Men. He is practically the summary for us of 
oZ/ the various figures of Heroism; Priest, Teacher, whatsoever 
of earthly ot of spiritual dignity we can fancy to reside in a man, 
embodies itself here, to command over us, to furnish us with con- 
stant practical teaching, to tell us for the day and hour what wo 
are to dd. He is called Rex^ Regulator, Roi : our own name is 
still better ; King, Konmng, which means Can-mag, Able-man. 

Numerous considerations, pointing towards deep, questionable, 
and indeed unfathomable regions, present themselves here : on 
the most of which we must resolutely for the present forbear to 
speak at all. As Burke said that perhaps fair Trial hy Jury was 
the soul of Government, and that all legislation, administration, 
parliamentary debating, and the rest of it, went on, in order 
' to bring twelve impartial men into a jury-box ;' — so, by much 
stronger reason, may I say here, that the finding of your Able- 
man, and getting him invested with the symbols of ability^ with 
dignity, worship (i^(?r/A-ship), i*oyalty, kinghood, or whatever we 
call it, so that he may actually have room to guide according to 
his faculty of doing it, — ^is the business, well or ill accomplished, 
of all social procedure whatsoever in this world! Hustings- 
speeches, Parliamentary motions. Reform Bills, French Revolu- 
tions, all mean at heart this ; or else nothing. Find in any coun- •, 
try the Ablest Man that exists there ; raise him to the supremi^' 
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place, and loyally reverence him : you have a perfect government 
for that country ; no ballot-box, parliamentary eloquence, voting 
constitution-building, or other machinery whatsoever can im- 
prove it a whit. It is in the perfect state ; an ideal country. 
The Ablest Man ; he means also the truest-hearted, justest, the 
Noblest Man : what he tells us to de must be precisely the wisest, 
fittest, thatr we could anywhere or anyhow learn ;-— the thing 
which it will in all ways behove us, with right loyal thankfulness, 
and nothing doubting, to do ! Our doing and life were then, so 
far as government could regulate it, well regulated: that were 
the ideal of constitutions. 

Alas, we know very well that Ideals can never be completely 
embodied in practice. Ideals must ever lie a very great way off; 
and we will right thankfully content ourselves with any not in- 
tolerable approximation thereto 1 Let no man, as Schiller says, 
too querulously 'measure by a scale of perfection the meagre 
product of reality* in this poOr world of ours. We will esteem 
him no wise man ; we will esteem him a sickly, discontented, 
foolish man. And yet, on the other hand, it is never to be for^ 
gotten that Ideals do exist ; that if they be not approximated t6 
at all, the whole matter goes to wreck ! Infeillibly. No brick- 
layer builds a wall 'perfectlif perpendicular, mathematically this is 
not possible; ascertain degree of perpendicularity suffices him; 
and he, like a good bricklayer, who must have done with his job, 
leaves it so. And yet if he sway too mwch from the perpendicu- 
lar ; above all, if he throw plummet and level quite away from 
him, and pile brick on brick heedless, just as it comes to hand — \ 
Such bricklayer, I think, is in a bad way. He has forgotten him- 
self : but the Law of Gravitation does not forget to act on him \ 
he and his wall rush down into confused welter of ruin ! 

This is the history of all rebellions, French Revolutions, social 
explosions in ancient or modern^ times. You have put the too 
U^table Man at the head of affairs ! The loo ignoble, unvaliant, 
fatuous man. You have forgotten that there is any rule, or natu- 
ral necessity whatever, of putting* the Able Man there. Brick 
must lie on brick as it may and can. Unable Simulacrum of 
Ability, -^^wacA:, in a word, must adjust himself with quack, in all 
manner of administration of -human things ; — which accordingly 
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li© unadministered, fermenting into unmeasured masses of failure, 
of indigent misery: in the outward, and in the inward or spirit- 
ual, miserable millions stretch out the hand for their due supply, 
and it is not there. The ' law of gravitation' acts ; Nature's 
laws do none of them forget to act. The miserable millions burst 
forth inta Sansculottism, or some other sort of madness : bricks 
and bricklayer lie aa a fatal chaos ! — 

Much sorry stuff, written some hundred years ago or more, 
about the ' Divine right of Kings,'^ moulders unread now in tho 
Public Libraries of this country. Far be it from us to disturb 
the calm process by which it is disappearing harmlessly from the 
earth, in those repositories! At the same time, not to let the 
immense rubbish gp without leaving us, as it ought, some soul of 
it behind, — I will say that it did inean something ; something 
true, which it is important for us and all men to keep in mind. 
To assert that in whatever man yeu chose to lay hold of (by this 
or the other plan of clutching at him) ; and elapt a round piece 
of metal on the head of, and called King,— there straightway 
came to reside a divine virtue, so that Ae- became a kind of god, 
and a Divinity inspired him with fbiculty and right to rule over 
you to all lengths : this, — ^what can, we do with this but leave it 
to rot silently in the Public Libraries ? But I will say withal, 
and that is what these. Divine right men meant. That in Kings, 
and in all human Authorities, and relations that men god-created 
can form among each other, there is verily either a Divine Right 
or else a Diabolic Wrong ; one or the other of these two ! For 
it is false altogether, what the last Sceptical Century taught us, 
that this world is a steam-engine. There is a God in this world ; 
and a God's-sanction, or else the violation of such, does look out 
from all.ruling and obedience, from all moral acts of men. There 
is no act more moral between men than that of rule and obedi- 
ence. Woe t<$ him that claims obedience when it is not due ; 
woe to him that refuses it when it is ! God's law is in that, I say, 
however the Parchment-laws may run : there is a Divine Eight 
or eke a Diabolic Wrong at the heart of every claim that one 
man makes upon another. 

It can do noue of us harm to reflect on this : in all the rela- 
tions of life it will concern us; in Loyalty and Royalty, the high- 
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est of these. I esteem the modern error, That all goes by self- 
interest and the checking and balancing of greedy knayeries, and 
that in short there is nothing divine whatever" in the association 
of men, a still more despicable error, natural as it is to an nnb^ 
lieving century, than that of a .^divine right' in people called 
Kings. I say, FinSi me the true Konning^ King, or Able-man, 
and he ^s a divide right over me. That we knew ift jsome toler- 
able measure how to find him, and that all men. were ready to ac- 
knowledge his divine right when found: this is precisely the 
healing which a sick world is everywhere, in these ages, seeking 
after] The true King, as guide of the practical, has ever some- 
thing of the PontiflF in him, — ^guide of the spiritual, from which 
all practice has its ripe. This too is a true saying, That the King 
is headi)£ the Ch:nTch-77-3nt we will leave the Polemic atirfF-of a 
dead century to lie quiet on its bookshelves. - - ' 

Certainly ^t is a fearful business, that of having your Able-man 
to ^^i?^, and not kooiying in what nianner to proceed about it! 
That is the worlds sad predicament in these times of ours. They 
are times of revolution, and have long been. The bricklayer with 
Jiia bricks, no longer liieedful of plummet or the law of gravitation, 
have toppled, tumbled, and \i all welters as we see ! But the be- 
ginning of it was not the French Revolution ; that is rather the 
endy we can hope. It were truer to say, the beginning was three 
centuries farther back : in the Reformation of Luther. That the 
thing which still called itself Christian Church had become a 
Falsehood, and brazenly went about pretending to pardon men's 
sins for metallic coined money, and to do much else which in the 
everlasting truth of Nature it did not now do : here lay the vital 
malady. The inward being wrong, all outward went ever more 
and more wrong. Relief died away^ all was Doubt, Pisbelief 
The builder ^ast aioay his plummet; said to himself, "What is 
gravitation ? Brick lies on brick th^re !" Alas, does it not still 
sound strange to many of us, the assertion that there is a God's- 
truth in the business of god-created men ; that all is not a kind 
of grimace, an * expediency,' diplomacy, one knows not what ! — 

From that first necessary assertion of Luther's, "You, self- 
styled Papcb^ you are no Father in God at all ; you are — a Chi- 
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mera, whom I know not how to name in polite .language !'' — from 
that onwards tp the shout which rose round Camille Desmoulins 
in the Palais-Royal, "J-wa; armc*/'* when the people had burst 
up against all manner of Chimeras, — I find a natural historical 
sequence. That shout too, so frightful, half-infernal, was a great 
i^atter. Once more the voice of awakened nations ; — starting 
confusedly, as out of nightmare, as out of death-sleep, into some 
dim feeling that Life was real ; that God's-world was not an ex- 
pediency and diplomacy ! Infernal ; — ^yes, since they would not 
have it otherwise. Infernal, since not celestial or terrestrial [ 
HoUowness, insj^ncerity has to cease ; sincerity of some sort has 
to begin. Cost what it may, reigns of terror, horrors of French 
Keyolution or what else, we have to return to truth. Here is a 
Truth, as I said : a Truth clad in hellfire, since they would not 
but have it so ! — 

A common theory among considerable parties of men in Eng- 
land and elsewhere used to be, that the French Nation had, in 
those days, as it were gone mad ; that the French Bevolution 
was a general act of insanity, a temporary conversion of France 
and large sections of the world into a kind of Bedlam. The 
Event had risen and raged ; but was a n\adness and nonentity, — 
gone now happily into the region of Dreams and the Picturesque ! 
— To such comfortable philosophers, the. Three Days of July, 
1830, must have been a surprising' phenomenon. Here is the 
French n?^4on risen again, in musketry and death-struggle, out 
shooting and being shot, to make that same mad French Bevolu- 
tion good! The sons and grandsons of those men, it would 
seem, persist in the enterprise : they do not disown it ; they will 
have it made good ; will have themselves shot, If it be not made 
good ! To philosophers who had., made up their life-system on 
that ' madness' quietus, no phenomenon could be more alarming. 
Poor Niebuhr, they say, the . Prussiaii Professor and Historian, 
fell broken-hearted in consequence ; sickened, if we can believe it, 
and died of the Three Days! It was surely not i very heroic 
death; — ^little better than Bacine*s, dying because Louis Four- 
"teenth looked sternly on him once. The world had stood some 
considerable shocks, in its time ; might have been expected to 
survive the Three Days too, and be found turning on its axis af- 
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ter even them ! The Three Days told all mortals that the old 
French' Kevolution, mad as it might loot, was not a transitory 
ebullition of Bedlam, but a genuine product of this Ea:rth where 
we all live ; that it was verily a Fact, and that the world in gen- 
eral would do "well everywhere to regard it as such. 

Truly, without the French Revolution, one would not know 
what to make qI aij ag.e lik0 this at all. We will hail the French 
Bevolution, as shipwrecked mariners might the sternest rock, in 
a world otherwise all of baseless sea and waves. A true Apoca- 
lypse, though a terrible one, to this false withered artificial time ; 
testifying once more that Nature is pretemainrBl, if Hot divine, 
then diabolic ; that Semblance is not Reality ; that it has to be- 
come Reality, or the world will take fire under it, — ^burn it into 
what it ip, namely Jfothing ! Plausibility has ended ; empty 
Boutine has ended ; much has ended. This, as with a Trump of 
Doom, has been proclaimed to all men. .They are the wisest 
who will learn it soonest. Long confused generations before it 
be learned ; peace impossible till it be ! The earnest man, sur- 
rounded, as ever, with a world of inconsistencies, can await pa- 
tiently, patiently strive to do his work, in the midst of that. 
Sentence of Death is written down in Heaven against all that; 
sentence of Death is now proclaimed on the Earth against it : 
this he with his eyes may see. And surely, I should say, con- 
sidering the other side of the matter, what enormous difficulties 
lie there, and how fast, fearfully fast, in all countries, tlie inex- 
orable demand for solution of them is pressing on, — he may 
easily find other work to do than labouring in the Sansculottio 
province at this time of day ! 

To me, in these circumstances, that of * Hero-worship* becomes 
a fact inexpressibly precious ; the most solacing fact one sees in 
the world at present. There is an everlasting hope in it for the 
management of the world. Had all traditions, arrangements, 
creeds, societies that men ever instituted, sunk away, this would 
remain. The certainty of Heroes being Bent us ; our faculty, our 
necessity, to reverence Heroes when sent : it shines like a pole- 
star through smoke-clouds, dust-clouds, and all manner of down- 
rushing and confiagration. 

Hero-worship would have sounded very strange to those work- 
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ers and fighters in the French Be volution. Not revetence for 
Great men ; not any hope, or beliefj or even wish, that Great 
Men could again appear in the world! Nature, turned into a 
* Machine,' was' as if effete liow ; could not any longer produce 
Great Men ..-^I can tell her, she may give up the trade altogether, 
then; We cannot do without Great Men! — But neither have I 
any quarrel with that of ' Liberty and Equality ;* with the faith 
that, wise great men being impossible, a level immensity of fool- 
ish smair men would suffice. It was a natural faitH then and 
there. '^ Liberty and Equality^ no Authority needed any 
longer. Hero-worship, reverence for ^siich Authorities, has 
proved false, is itself a falsehood ; no more of it. We have had 
sdch forgeries, we will now trust nothing. So many base plated 
coins passing into the market, the belief has now become com- 
mon that no gold any longer exists, — ^^and even that we can do 
very well without -gold 1" I find this, among other things, in 
that universaV cry of Liberty and Equality ; and find it very na- 
tural, as matters then stood. 

And yet surely it is but the transition from false to true. 
Considered as the whole truth; it is fals6" altogether ; — the pro- 
duct of entire sceptical blindness, as yet bnly struggling to see.. 
HerOfWorship exists forever, and everywhere : not Loyalty alone ; 
it extends from divifae adoration down to the lowest practical re- 
gions of life. * Bending before men,* if it is not to be a mere 
empty grimace, better dispensed with than practised, is Hero- 
worship ; a recognition that there does dwell in that presence of; 
onr brother something divine ; that every created man, as Nova- 
lis said, is a ' revelation in the Flesh.' They were Poets too, 
that devised all those graceful courtesies which make life noble ! 
Courtesy is not a falsehood or grimace ; it need not be such. 
And Loyalty, religious Worship itself, are still possible ; nay 
still inevitable. ^ 

May we not say, moreover, while so many of our late Heroes 
have worked rather as revolutionary men, that nevertheless every 
Gr^at Man, every genuine man, is by the nature of him a son of 
Order, not of Disorder? It is a tragical position for a true 
man to work in revolutions. He seems an anarchist j and in- 
deed a painful element of anarchy does enciimber him at every 
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step, — him to whose soul anarchy is hostile, hateful. His mission 
is Order ; every man's is. He is here to make what was disor^ 
derly, chaotic, into a thing ruled, regular. He is the missionary 
of Order. Is not all work of man in this world a mcJcing of Or- 
der ? The carpenter finds rough trees-; shapes them, constrains 
them into square fitness, into purpose and use. We are all 
born enemies of Disorder : it is tragical for us all to be concern- 
ed in image-breaking and down-pulling ; for the Great Man, rnore 
a man than we, it is doubly tragical. 

Thus too all human things, maddest French Sansculottisms, do 
and must work towards Order. I say, there is not a man in them, 
raging in the thickest of the madness, but is impelled withal, at 
all moments, towards Order. His very life means that ; Disor- 
der is dissolution, death. No chaos but it seeks a cerUre to re- 
volve round. While man is man, some Cromwell or Napoleon is 
the necessary finish of a Sansoulottism.-— Curious ; in those days 
when Hero-worship was the most incredible thing to every one, 
how it does come out nevertheless, and assert itself practically, in 
a way which all have te credit, Divine right^ take it on the great 
scale, is found to mean divine might withal ! While old fsdse 
Formulas are getting trampled everywhere info destruction, new 
genuine Substances une:^pectedly unfold themselves indestruc- 
tible. In rebellious ages, when Kingdhip itself seems dead and 
abolished, Cromwell, Napoleon step forth again as Kings. The 
history of these men is what we have now to look at, as our last 
phasis of Heroism. The old ages are brought back to us ; the 
manner in which Kings were made, and Kingship itself firsi took 
rise, is again exhibited in the history of these Two. 

We have had many civil-wars in England; wars of Bed .and 
White Hoses, wars of Simon de Montfort ; wars enough, which 
are not very memorable.-. But that war of the Puritans has a sig- 
nificancib which belongs to no one of, the others. Trusting to 
your candour, which will suggest on the other side what I have 
n6t room to say, I will call it a section once more of that great 
universiU w'ar which alone n^akes up th^ true History of the 
World, — the war of ,Belief against Unbelief! The struggle of 
men intent on the real essence of things, against men intent on 
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the semblances and forms of things. The Puritans, to many, 
seem mere savage Iconoclasts, fierce destroyers of Forms ; but 
it were more just to call them haters of untrue Forms. I hope 
we know how to respect Laud and his King as well as them. 
Poor Laud seems to me to have been weak and ill-starred, not 
dishonest ; an unfortunate Pedant rather than anything worse. 
His * Dreams ' and superstitions, at which they laugh so, have 
an aflfectionate, loveable kind of character. He is like a College- 
Tutor, whose whole world is forms. College-rules ; whose notion 
is that these are the life and safety of the world. He is placed 
suddenly, with that unalterable luckless notion of his, at the head 
not of a College but of a Nation, to regulate the most complex 
deep-reaching interests of men. He thinks they ought to go by 
ihe old decent regulations ; nay that their salvation will lie in 
extending and improving these. Like a weak man, he drives 
with spasmodic vehemence towards his purpose ; cramps himself 
to it, heading no voice of prudence, no cry of pity : H« will have 
his College rules obeyed by his Collegians ; that first ; and till 
that, nothing. He is an ill-starred Pedant, as I said. He would 
have it the world was a College of that kind, and the world w<is 
not that. AUs, was not his doom stern enough? Whatever 
wrongs he did, were they not all frightfully avenged on him % 

It is meritorious to insist on forms ; Beligion and all else na- 
turally clothes itself in forms. Everywhere the formed world is 
the only habitable one. The naked formlessness of Puritanism 
is not the thing I praise in the Puritafas ; it is the thing I pity, — 
{^raising only the spirit which had rendered that inevitable ! All 
substances clothe themselves in forms : but there are suitable 
true forms, and then there are untrue unsuitable, As the brief- 
est definition, 6ne might say, Forms which grow round a sub- 
stance, if W€^ rightly- understand that, will correspond to the real 
nature and purport of it, will be true, good ; forms which are c6n- 
sciously 'put round a substance, bad. I invite you to reflect on 
this. It distinguishes true from false in Ceremonial Form, ear- 
nest solemnity from empty pageant, in all human things. 

There must be a veracity, a natural spontaneity in forms. In 
the commonest meeting of men, a person making, what we call, 
*set speeches,' is not he an offenee? In the mere drawing-room. 
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whtttBoeveir courtesies you see to be grimaces, prompted by no 
gpontaneous reality within,' are a thing you wish to get away 
from. But suppose now it were some matter of vital concern- 
ment, some transcendent matter (as Divine Worship is), about 
which your^hole soul, struck damb with its excess of feeling, 
knew not how to form itself into utterance all, and preferred 
formless silence to any utterance there possible, — ^what should we 
say of a man coming forward to represent or utter it for you in. 
the way of upholsterer-mummery ? Such a man,— let him de- 
part swiftly, if he love himself! You have lost your only son; 
are mute, struck down, without even tears : an importunate man 
importunately offers to celebrate Funeral Games for him in the 
manner of the Greeks ! Such mummery is only not to be ac- 
cepted ; it is hateful, unendurable. It is what the old Prophets 
called * Idolatry,' worshipping of hollow sheiirs : what all earnest 
men do and will reject. We can partly understand what those 
poor Puritans meant. Laud dedicating that ' St.' Catherine 
Creed's Church, in the manner we have it described; with his 
multiplied ceremonial bowings, gesticulations, exclamations: 
surely it ia rather the rigorous formal Pedant intent on his 
< College rules,' than the earnest Prophet, in1«ent on the essence 
of the matter ! ^ 

Puritanism found stUh forms insupportable ; *^trampled on such 
forlns ;-^W6 have to excuse it for saying. No form at all rather 
than Such ! It stood preaching in its bare pulpit,*with nothing 
but the Bible in its hand. Nayj^ man preaching from his ear- 
nest soul into the earnest souls of men ; is not this virtually the 
essence of all Churches whatsoever? The nakedest, savagest 
reality, I say, is preferable to any semblance, however dignified. 
Besides, it will clothe itself with due semblance by and by, if it 
be real. No fear of that ; actually no fear at all. Given the 
living marly there will be found clothes for him ; he will find him- 
self clothes. But the suit-of-clothes pretending that it is both 
clothes and man — ^! We cannot * fight the Freneh' by three 
hundred thousand red uniforms; there must he mefi in the in- 
side of them ! Semblance, I assert, must actually not divorce it- 
self from Realty. If Sembl^ce do,-^why then there must be 
men found to rebel against Semblance, for it has become a lie I 
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These two Antagonisms at war here, in thd case of Laud and the 
Puritans, are as old nearly as the world.. They went to fierce 
hattle over England in that age ; and fought out their confused 
controversy to a certain length, with many results for all of us. 

In the age which directly followed that of the Puritans, their 
cause or themselves were little likely to have justice done them. 
Charles Second and his Rochesters were not the kind of men 
you would set to judge what the worth or meaning of such men 
might have been. That there could be any faith or truth in 
the life of a man, was what these poor Rochesters, and the age 
they ushered in, had forgotten. Puritanism was hung on gib- 
bets, — like the bones of the leading Puritans. Its work never- 
theless went on accomplishing itself All true work of a man, 
hang the author of it on what gibbet you like, must and will ac- 
complish itself We have our Habeas- Corpus^ our free Represen- 
tation of the People ; acknowledgment, wide as the world, that 
all men are, or else must, shall, and will become, what we call 
free men; — men with their ^fepjgrounded on reality and justice, 
not on tradition, which has become unjust and a chimera ! This 
in part, and much besides this, was the work of the Puritans. 

And indeed, as these things became gradually manifest, the 
character of the Puritans began to clear itself Their memories 
were, one after another, taken down from the gibbet ; nay, a cer- 
tain portion of them are now, in these days, as good as canonized. 
Eliot, Hampden, Pym, nay, Ludlow, Hutchinson, Vane himself, 
are admitted to be a kind of Heroes ; political Conscript Fathers, 
to whom in no small degree we owe what makes us a free Eng- 
land : it would not be safe for any body to designate these men 
as wicked now. Few Puritans of note but find their apologists 
somewhere, and have a certain reverence paid them by earnest 
men. One Puritan, I think, and almost he alone, our poor Crom- 
well, seems to hang yet on the gibbet, and find no hearty apolo- 
gist anywhere. Him neither saint nor sinner will acquit of great 
wickedness. A man of ability, infinite talent, courage, and so 
forth ; but he betrayed the Cause ! Selfish ambition, dishonesty, 
duplicity ; a fierce, coarse, hypocritical Tartufe ; turning all that 
noble Struggle for constitutional Liberty into a sorry farce play- 
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cd for his own benefit : this and worse is the character they give 
of Cromwell. And then there come contrasts with Washington 
and others ; above all, with these noble Pyms and Hampdens, 
whose noble work he stole for himself, and ruined into a futility 
and deformity. 

This view of Cromwell seems to me the not unnatural product 
of a century like the Eighteenth. As we said of the Valet, so of 
the Sceptic : He does not know a Hero when he sees him ! The 
Valet expected purple mantles, gilt sceptres, bodyguards, and 
flourishes of trumpets : the Sceptic of the Eighteenth century 
looks for regulated respectable Formulas, * Principles,' or what 
else he may call them ; a style of speech and conduct which has 
got to seem * respectable,' which can plead for itself in a hand- 
some articulate manner, and gain the suffrages of an enlightened 
sceptical Eighteenth century ! It is, at bottom, the same thing 
that both the Valet and he expect : the garnitures of some ac- 
knowledged royalty, which then they will acknowledge ! The King 
coming to them in the rugged z^Tiformulistic state shall be no 
King. 

For my own share, far be it fr^ tne to say or insinuate a word 
of disparagement against such characters as Hampden, Eliot, 
Pym ; whom I believe to have been right worthy and useful men. 
I have read diligently what books and documents about them I 
could come at ;— with the honestest wish to admire, to love, and 
worship them like Heroes ; but I am sorry to say, if the real 
truth must be told, with very indifferent success ! At bottom, I 
found that it would not do. They are very noble men these ; 
step along in their stately way, with their measured euphuisms, 
philosophies, parliamentary eloquences. Ship-monies, Monarchies 
of Man ; a most constitutional, unblameable, dignified set of men. 
But the heart remains cold before them ; the fancy alone endeav- 
ours to get up some worship of them. What man's heart does, in 
reality, break forth into any fire of brotherly love for these men % 
They are become dreadfully dull men ! One breaks down often 
enough in the constitutional eloquence of the admirable Pym, with 
his * seventhly and lastly.' You find that it may be the admira- 
blest thing in the world, but that it is heavy, — heavy as lead, bar- 
ren as brick clay ; that, in a word, for you there is little or no- 
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thing now surviying there 1 One leaves all these Nobilities stand- 
ing in their niches oi honour: the rugged outcast Cromwell, he is 
the man of them all, in whom one still finds human stuff. . The 
great savage Baresark : he coT:dd write no euphuistic Monarchy of 
Man ; did not speak, did not work with glib regularity ; had no 
straight story to tell for himself anywhere. But he stood baro, 
not cased in euphuistic coat-of-mail ; he grappled like a giant, face 
to face, heart to heart, with the naked truth of things! That, 
after all, is the sort of man for one. I plead guilty to valuing 
such a man beyond all other sorts of men. Smooth-shaven Re- 
spectabilities not a few one finds, that are not good for much. 
Small thanks to a man for keeping his hands clean, who .would 
not touch the work but with gloves on ! 

Neither, on the whole, does this constitutional tolerance of the 
Eighteenth century for the other happier Puritans seem to be a 
very great matter. One might say, it is but a piece of Formulisiii 
and Scepticism like the rest. They tell us, It was a sorrowful 
thing to consider that the foundation of our English Liberties 
should have been laid by * Superstition.' These Puritans came 
forward with Calvinistic incredible Or eeda, An ti-Laudisms, West- 
minster Confessions ; demanding chiefly of all, that they should 
have liberty to worship in their own way. Liberty to tax them- 
selves : that was the thing they should have demanded ! It was 
Superstition, Fanaticism, disgraceful ignorance of Constitutional 
Philosophy to insist on the other thing ! — Liberty to tax oneself? 
Not to pay out money from your pocket except on reason shewn ? 
No century, I think, but a rather barren one would have fixed on 
that as the first right of man ! I should say, on the contrary, A 
jiist man will generally have better cause than money in what 
shape soever, before deciding to revolt against his Government. 
Ours is a most confused world ; in which a good man will be 
thankful to see any kind of Government maintain itself in a not 
insupportable manner : and here in England, to this hour, if he is 
not ready to pay a great many taxes which he can see very small 
reason in, it will not go well with him I think ! He must try 
some other climate than this. ^ , Taxgatherer ? Money ? He will 
say : " Take my money, since you can^ and it is so desirable to 
you; take it, — and take yourself away with it; and leave me 
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nlone to my vrork here. I am still here ; can still workj after all 
the money you have taken from me !'* But if they come to him, 
and say, "Acknowledge a* Lie; pretend to say you are worship- 
ping God, when you are not doing it : believe not the thing that 
you find true, but the thing that I find, or pretend to find true !" 
He will answer : " No ; by God's help, no ! You may take my 
purse ; but I cannot have my moral Self annihilated. The purse 
is any Highwayman's who might meet me with a loaded pistol : 
but the Self is mine and God my Maker's ; it is not yours ; and 
I will resist you to the death, and" revolt against you, and on the 
whole front all manner of extremities, accusations and confusions, 
in defence of that !" — 

Really, it seems to me the one reason which could justify re- 
volting this of the Puritans, It has been the soul of all just re- 
volts among men. Not Hunger alone produced even the French 
Revolution ; no, but the feeling of the insupportable all-pervad- 
ing Falsehood which had now embodied itself in Hunger, in uni- 
versal material Scarcity and Nonentity, and thereby become in- 
dUjfutCbbly false in the eyes of all f We will leave the Eighteenth 
century with its * liberty to tax itself We will not astonish our- 
selves that the meaning of such men as the Puritans remained 
dim to it. To men who believe in no reality at all, how shall 
a reaZ human soul, the intensest of all realities, as it were the 
Voice of this world's Maker still speaking to W5, — ^be intelligi- 
ble? What it cannot reduce into constitutional doctrines rela- 
tive to * taxing,' or other the like material interest, gross, pal- 
pable to the sense, such a century will needs reject as an am- 
orphous heap of rubbish. Hampdens, Pyms apd Ship-money will 
be the- theme of much constitutional eloquence, striving to be fer- 
vid ; — which will fitter, if not as fire does, then as ice does : and 
the irreducible .Cromwell will remain a chaotic mass of * Mad- 
ness,' * Hypocrisy,' and much else. 

From of old, I will confess, this theory of Cromwell's falsity 
has been incredible to me. T^ay, I cannot believe the like, of 
any Great Man whatever. Multitudes of Great Men figure in 
History as false selfish men ; but if we will consider it, they are 
\iMi fibres for us, unintelligible shadows ; We do not see into them 
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as men that couldjiaye existed at all. A superfieial unbelieving 
generation only, with no eye but for the surfaces and semWances 
of things, could form such notions of Great IVIen. Can a great 
soul be possible without a conscience in it, the essence of all real 
souls, great or small ? — No, we cannot figure Cromwell as a Falsity 
and Fatuity ; the longer I study him and his career, I believe 
this the less. Why should we ? There is no evidence of it. Is 
it not strange thiit, after all the mountains of calumny this man 
has been subject to, after being represented as the very prince of 
liars, who never, or hardly ever, spoke truth^ but always some 
running counterfeit of truth, there should not yet have been one 
falsehood brought clearly home to him ? A prince of liars^and no 
lie spoken by him. Not one that I co.uld yet get sight of It is like 
Pococka asking Grotius, Where is your ^roo/'of Mahomet's Pigeon 7 
No proof ! — Let us leave all these calumnious chimeras^ as chime- 
ras ought to be left. They ar^ not portraits of the man ; they 
are distracted phantasms of him, the joint product of hatred and 
darkness. 

Looking at the man's life with our own eyes, it seems to me, -a 
very different hypothesis suggests itself What little we know 
of his earlier obscure years^ distorted as it has come down to us, 
does it not all betoken an earnest, affectionate, sincere kind of 
man ? His nervous melancholic temperament indicates rather a 
seriousness too deep for him. Of those stories of ' Spectres ;' of 
the white Spectre in broad daylight, predicting that he should be 
Bang of England, we are not bound to believe much ]- — probably 
no more than of the other black Spectre, or Devil in person, to 
whom the Officer saw him sell himself before Worcester Fight ! 
But the mournful,^ over-sensitive, hypochondriac humour of Oli- 
ver, in his young years, is otherwise indisputably known. The 
Huntingdon Physician told Sir Philip Warwick himself, He had 
often been sent fox at midnight ; Mr. Cromwell was full of hypo- 
chondria, thought himself near dying, and " had fancies about the 
Town-cross.!' These things are significant. Such an excitable 
deep-feeling nature, in that rugged stubborn strength of his, is 
not the symptom of falsehood ; it is the symptom and promise of 
quite other than falsehood ! 

The young Oliver is sent to study Law ; falls, or is said to have 
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&llcn, for a little period, into some of the dissipations of youth ; 
but if so, speedily repents, abandons all this : not much above 
twenty, he is married, settled as an altogether grave and quiet 
man. * He pays back what money he had won at gambling,' says 
the story ; — he does not think any gain of that kind could be 
really his. It is very interesting, very natural, this * conversion,* 
as they well name it ; this awakening of a great true soul from 
the worldly slough, to see into the awful truth of things ; — to see 
that Time and its shews all rested on Eternity, and this poor 
Earth of ours was the threshold either of Heaven or of Hell! 
Oliver's life at St. Ives and Ely, as a sober industrious Farmer, 
is it not altogether as that of a true and devout man ? He has 
renounced the world and its ways ; its prizes are not the thing 
that can enrich him. He tills the earth ; he reads his Bible ; 
daily assembles his servants round him to worship God. He 
comforts persecuted ministers, is fond of preachers; nay, can 
himself preach,— exhorts his neighbours to be wise, to redeem the 
time. In all this, what ^ hypocrisy,' * ambition,' ' cant,' or other 
falsity ? The man's hopes, I do believe, were fixed on the other 
Higher World ; his aim to get well thither ^ by walking well through 
his humble course in this world. He courts no notice: what 
could notice here do for him ? ^ Ever in his great Taskmaster's 
eye.' 

It is striking, too, how he comes out once into public view ; he, 
since no other is willing to come : in resistance to a public griev- 
ance. I mean, in that matter of the Bedford Fens. No one else 
will go to law with Authority ; therefore he will. That matter 
once settled, he returns back into obscurity, to his Bible and his 
Plough. * Gain influence ? ' His influence is the most legitimate ; 
derived from personal knowledge of him, as a just, religions, rea- 
sonable and determined man. In this way he has lived till past 
forty ; old age is now in view of him, and the earnest portal of 
Death and Eternity ; — ^it was at this point that he suddenly be- 
came ^ ambitious !' I do not interpret his Parliamentary mission 
in that way ! 

His successes in Parliament, his successes through the war, 
are honest successes of a brave man ; who has more resolution in 
the heart of hitn, more light in the head of him than other men. 
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His prayers to God ; his spoken thanks to the Ged of Victory, 
who had preserved him safe, and carried him forward so far, 
through the furious clash of a world all set in conflict, through 
desperate-looking envelopments at Dunbar ; through the death- 
hail of so many battles ; mercy after mercy ; to the ' crowning 
mercy ' of Worcester Fight : all this is good and genuine for a 
deep-hearted Calvinistic Cromwell. Only to vain unbelievihg 
Cavaliers, worshipping not God but their own * love-locks,' frivoli- 
ties and formalities, living quite apart from contemplations of 
God, living withovt God in the world, need it seem hypocritical. 

Nor will his participation in the King's death involve him in 
condemnation with us. It is a stern business killing of a King ! 
But if you once go to war with him, it lies there; this and all else 
lies there. Once at war, you have made wager of battle with 
him ; it is he to die, or else you. Reconciliation is problematic ; 
may be possible, or far more likely, is impossible. It is now 
pretty generally admitted that the Parliament, having vanquished 
Charles First, had no way of making any tenable arrangement 
with him. The large Presbyterian party, apprehensive now of 
the Independents, were most anxious to do so ; anxious indeed 
as for their own existence ; but it could not be. The unhappy 
Charles, in those final Hampton-Court negotiations, shews him- 
self as a man fatally incapable of being dealt with. A man who, 
once for all, could not and would not unrlerstand : — ^whose thought 
did not in any measure represent to him the real fact of the mat- 
ter ; nay, worse, whose word did not at all represent his thought. 
We may say this of him without cruelty, with deep pity rather : 
but it is true and undeniable. Forsaken there of all but the navie 
of Kingship, he still, finding himself treated with outward respect 
as a King, fancied that he might play off party against party, and 
smuggle himself into his old power by deceiving both. Alas, 
they both discovered that he was deceiving them. A man whose 
word will not inform you at all what he means or will do, is not 
a man you can bargain with. You must get out of that man's 
way, or put him out of yours! The Presbyterians, in their des- 
pair, were still for believing Charles, though found false, unbe- 
lievable again and again. Not so Cromwell : " For all our fight- 
ing," says he, " we are to have a little bit of paper ? '* No I — 
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In fact, everywhere we have to note the decisive practical e^ 
of this man ; how he drives towards the practical and practicable; 
has a genuine insight into what is fact. Such an intellect, I main- 
tain, . does not belong to a false man : the false man sees false 
shews, plausibilities, expediencies : the true man is needed to dis- 
cern even practical truth. Cromwell's advice about the Parlia- 
ment's Army, early in the contest, How they were to dismiss their 
city tapsters, flimsy riotous persons, and choose substantial yeo- 
men, whose heart was in the work, to.be soldiers for them : this is 
advice by a man who saio. Fact answers, if you see into Fact ! 
CromweU's Iroiisides were the embodiment of this insight of his ; 
men fearing God ; and without any other fear. No more conclu- 
sively genuine set of fighters ever trod the soil of England, or of 
any other land. - . 

Neither will we blame greatly that word of Cromwell's t^ them 'y 
which was so blamed : " If the King should meet me in battle, I 
would kill the King." Why not ? These words were spoken to 
men who stood as before a Higher than Kings. They had set 
more than their own lives on the cast. The Parliament may 
call it, in official language, a fighting ^for the King :' but we, 
for our share, cannot understand that. To us it is no dilettante 
work, no sleek officiality; it is sheer rough death and earnest. 
They have brought it to the calling forth of War ; horrid inter- 
necine fight, man grappling with man in fire eyed rage, — the 
infernal element in man called forth, to try it by that ! Do that 
therefore ; since that is the thing to be done. — The successes of 
Cromwell seem to me a very natural thing ! Since he was not 
shot in battle, they were an inevitable thing. That such a man, 
with the eye to see, with the heart to dare, should advance, from 
post to post, from victory to victory, till the Huntingdon Farmer 
became, by whatever name you might call him, the acknowledged 
Strongest Man in England, virtually the King of England, 
requires no magic to explain it ! — 

Truly it is a sad thing for a people, as for a man, to fall into 
Scepticism, into dilettantism, insincerity.; not to know a Sin- 
cerity when they see it. For this world, and. for all worlds, what 
curse is eo fatal? The heart lying dead, the eye cannot see. 
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What intellect remains is merely tEe vulpine intellect. That a 
true }G,ng be sent them is c^ ^mall use ; they do not know him 
when sent. They say iscornfully^ la this your King ^ The Heiro 
wastes his heroic 'faculty in bootless contradiction feom the uxl- 
worthy ; and can accomplish little. For himself he does accom- 
plish a herbic life, which is touch, which is all ; but for the world 
he accomplishes comparatively nothing. The wild rude Sincerity, 
direct from Nature, is not glib in answering from" the witness- 
box : in your small-debt pie-poitder court, he is scouted as. a 
counterfeit. The vulpine intellect ^ detects' him. For being a 
man worth uny thousand men, the response your Knox, your 
Cromwell gets, is an argument for two centuries whether ha was 
a inai) at all. - Ood's greatest gift to this Earth is sneeringly 
fliung away. The miraculous talisman is a paltry plated coin, not 
fit tapAss in the' shops as a common guinea. ' 
. Xamentable thisi I say, this must be i-em^died. Till this be 
remedied in some tneasirre, there is "nothing remedied.- *petect 
quacks V Yes do, for Heaveij's sak« ; but knoW withal the men 
that are- to be trusteed 1 Till we know tliat, what is^ all our knwv^- 
ledge ; how shall we even Bo much as * detect V For tlie vulpine 
.sharpness, which considers itself to be knowledge, and ^detects* 
in that fashion^ is far mistaken. Dnpes indeed are many : but^ 
of aH dupe^, there is ntme so fatally sit^iated as' he who liveis in 
undue terror of beiilg duped. The world does exisf; the wOrld 
has truth ' in ItJ or it would not .exist ! First recognise what is 
true, we shaH theh discern w4iat is false 5 and properly n^v^r 
till then. • ' 

' Know the men that are to be trusted :' alas, this is yet, iu 
these days, Tery far from. us. The sincere alone caii recognise 
sincerity. Not a Hero only is needed, but a world fit for him ; a 
werid no* of Valets ;— the Hero comes almost in vain to it other- 
wise \ Yes, it is fat 'from us : but it must come ; thank God, it 
is visibly coming. Till it do dome, what have we ? ^JBallot boxes, 
suflfi^agea, French Revolutions : — -if we are as Valets, and do not 
know the Hero when we s^ him, what good are all these ? A 
heroic- Cromwell cothes; >hd forti hundred ^lid fifty years he 
cannot have a vote from us.' Wliy, the Insincere, unbelieving 
world U ibe hatutat prbperti/ or the Qnack, ancj-of the Father of 
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quacks and qiiackorie3 ! Misery, confusion, unyeracity arc alone 
possible there. By ballot-boxes we alter the figure of our Quack ; 
but the substance of him continues. The Valet-World has to be 
governed by the Shani-IIero,by the King mcveij djessed iu King-, 
gear. It is his; he is its! In brief, one of two things: Wo 
shall either learn to know a Hero, a true Governor and Captain, 
somewhat better, when we see him ; or else go on to be forever 
governed by the Unheroia;— had we ballot-boxes <dattering at 
every street corner, there were no remedy in th^se. , 

Poor Cromwell,— great Cromwell! The inarticulate Prophet; 
Prophet who could not speah^. Rude, confused, struggling to 
utter himself, with liis savage, depth, withliis wild sincerity ; and 
he looked so strange, among the elegant £uphuism, dainty littlo 
Falklandsj didactjc Chillingworths, diplomatic Clarendons \ Con- 
sider him. An outer hull of chaotic confusion, visions of the 
Deyil, nervous dreams, almost semi-madness; and yet such a 
clear determinata man's energy working in the heart of that. \ 
kind of chaotic man. The ray as of pure starlight %ud ftre, 
working in such an element of boundless hypochondria, w»formed 
black of darkness ! . And yat withal this hypochondria, what was 
it but the very greatness of the man ? The depth and tenderness 
of his wild affections : the quantity of sympathy he had with 
things^the quantity of insight he would yet get into the heart 
of thipgs, the mastery he would yet get over thingi^ : this was his 
hypochondria. The man's misery, as man's misery always does^ 
came of his greatness. Samuel Johnson too is that kind of man. 
Sorrow-stricken, half-distracted ; the wide element of mournful 
W^A; enveloping him,-Tr-wide as the world. Jt is th^ character 
of a prophetic man ; a man with his whol^ s^ul seeing aijd strug- 
gling to 1^, 

On this ground, too, I explain to myself- CromwelVs reputed 
confusion of speech. To himself the internal meaning was wax- 
clear ; but the material with which he was to clothe it in utter- 
ance was not there. . He had lived silw^t ; a great ui^named sei( 
of Thought round him all his days ; and in his way of lifi? 
little call to attempt naming or uttering that. With his sharp 
power of vision, resolute pover of action, I doubt not he could 
have learned to yrrite Bppks i^ritbM an4 speak fluently enough ; 
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— 'he' did harder things than writing of Booki. This- kind of 
mkn IB precisely he who is £t for doing manfully all things yo» 
will set him on doing. Intellect is not speaking and logicizing 
it is seeing and ascertaining. Virtue^ ViMvs^ manhood, • hero 
hood, i3 not fairspoken immaeulate regularity ; it is first of a 11^ 
what the Germans well name it, Tiigend ( Taugendy dom-ing oi 
Douf^htij^eas), Courage and the Faculty to do. This basis of the 
matter CroOMifell had in him. • 

One understands moreoTer how, though he could not speak in 
Parliament, he might preachy rhapsodic preaching ; above all, - 
how he might be great m extempore prayer. These are the free 
outpouring utterances of what is in the heart : method is not re- 
quired ia them ; warmth, depth, sincerity are all that is req^red. - 
Cromwell's habit of prayer is a notable feature of him. Ail his ! 
great enterprises were commenced with prayer. In dark iner-/ 
trioable-looking difficulties, his Officers and he used to assetfible,'^ 
and pray alternately, for hours, for days, till some definite re$o- - 
lution rose among them, S(Mne ^ door of hope,^as they would naitie - 
it, disclosed itself Consider that. In tears^ in fervent prayers, 
and cries to the great God, to have pity on them, to make His 
light shine before them. They, armed Soldiers of Christ, as " 
they f^lt themselves to be ; a little band of Christian Brothers, 
whp had drawn the sword against a great black- devouring world 
not Christian, but Mammonish. Devilish, — they cried to God in 
their straits, in their extreme need, not to forsake the Cause that 
. was His. The light which now rose upon them, how could a hu- - 
man soul, by any means at all, get better light? Was not the 
purpose so formed like to be precisely the best, wisest, the on? 
to be followed without hesitation any more ? To them it was as 
the shining of Heaven's own Splendour in the waste-howling 
darkness ; the Pillar of Fire by night, that was to guide them 
on their desolate perilous way. Was it ndt such ? Can a inan's 
soul, to this hour, get^idanee by any other method than intrin- 
sically by that same,— -devout prostration of the earnest strug- 
gling soul before the Highest, the Giver ^f all Light; be such - 
prayer a spoken, articulate, or be it a voiceless, inarticulate one ? 
There is no other method. * Hypocrisy?' One begins to be 
weary of all that. They who call it so, have no right to speak 



■ifc 



196 THE HERO AS KING. lect. ri 

on snoh matters. They never formed a purpose, what one can 
call a p.ttrpose. They went about ba:lancing expediencies, plausi- 
bilitie3 ; gathering votes, advices ; they never were alone with 
the tfiUh of a thing at all— -Cromwell's prayers were likely to be 
' eloquent,' and much more than that. His was the heart of a 
man who coM pray. 

But indeed his actual Speeches, I apprehend, were not nearly 
80 ineloquent, incondite, as they^ look. We find he was, what all 
speakers aim to be^ an impressive speaker, even in Parliament ; 
one who, from the (first, had weight With that rude passionate 
voice of his, he was always understood, to mean something, and ' 
men wished to know what. . He disregarded eloquence, nay de- 
8|Hsed and disliked it ; B^cik& always without premeditation of . 
the words he was to use. The Reporters, too, in those days, 
seem to have been singularly candid; and to have. given ih'i 
Printer precisely what they found on their own note-paper. •And 
withal, what a strange proof is it of Cromwell's being the pro- 
meditative ever calculating hypocrite, acting a play before the 
world, That to the last he took no more charge of his Speeches ! 
How came he not to study his words a little, before flinging 
them -out tcr the public ? If the words w«re true words, they 
could be left to shift for themselves. 

But with regard to Cromwell's * lying/ we will make one rfe- 
mark. This, I suppose, or something like this, to have been the 
nature of it. All parties feund themselves deceived in him ; 
each party understood him to be meaning thin, heard him even 
say so, and behold he turns out to have heeu meaning that ! He 
was, cry they^ the chief of liars. Btft now, intrinsically, is, not 
all this the inevitable fortune^ not of « false man^n »Hch times, 
but simply of a superior man ^ Such a man must have reticenm 
in Mm. If be walk wearing hk heart upon his sleeve for ^ws 
to peck at, his jmirpoy will not extend far 1 There is no use for 
any man'3 taking up.his abode in a house built of glass: A man 
always is to be hirfiself thejudge how much of his mind he wftl 
shew to other men ; even to' those he would have work along • 
with him. There are impertinent inquiries made : your rule is, 
to leave the inquirer t^winformed on that matter p not, if you ean 
help it, mnnformedrbut precisely as '.dark as he was-! Thid, 
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could one bit the right phrase of response, is what the wise and 
faithful man would ahn to answer in such a case. 

Cromwell, no doubt of it, spoke often ii^ the dialect of small 
subaltern parties ; uttered tp tiiem a part of his mind. Each 
little party thought him all its own. ' Hence their rage, one and 
all, to find him not of their party, but of his own party ! Was it 
his bkme? At all seasons of his history, he must have felt, 
among such people, how, if he explained to them the deeper in- 
sight iie had^ they must either have shuddered aghast at it, or 
belieyiag it^ their own little compact hypothesis must haVe gone 
wholly to wreck. They could not have worked in his province 
any more,; nay perhaps they could not bow have worked in their 
own province. It is the inevitable position of a great man among 
small vfitM. Small men, most active, useful, are to be seen every- 
where, whose whele activity depends on some conviction which 
to you is palpably a limited one j imperfect, what we call an er- 
ror. But would it be a kindness always, is it a duty always or 
often,'to disturb them in that? Many a -man, doing loud Work 
in tho world, stands only on some thin traditionality, conven- 
tionality ; to him indubitable, to you incredible ; break that be- 
neath him, he sinks to endless depths ! " I might have ray hand 
full of truth," said Fontenelle, " and open only my little finger." 

And if this be the fact even in matters of doctrine, how much 
more in all departments of practice. He that cannot withal keep 
his mind to himself cannot practice any considerable thing what- 
ever. And we call it * dissimulation,' all this? What would 
you think of calling the general of an army a dissembler because 
he. did not toll every corporal and private soldier, who pleased to 
put the question, what his thoughts were about everything ? — 
Cromwell, I should rather say, managed all this in a manner we 
must admire for its perfection. An endless vortex of such ques- 
tioning 'corporals' rolled confusedly round him through*^ his 
whole course; whom he tlid answer. It must have been as a 
great true-seeing man that he managed this too. Not one 
proved falsehood, as I said ; not one 1 Of what man that ever 
W0und himself thrfugh such a coil: of things will you say so 
mueh? — 



198 THE HERO AS KVSQ, user, ti 



B]a.t, in fact, there are two etrors, widely preTalent, which per- 
vert to the very basi^ our judgments formed about such men -as 
Cromwell ; about their ■' ambition,' ' falsity,' and such like. The 
first is what I might call substituting the goal of their career fot 
the course and starting-point of it The vulgar Historian of a 
Cromwell fancies that he had determined on being Protector of 
England, at the time when he was ploughing the marsh lands ef 
Cambridgeshire. His career lay all mapped out ^* a program of 
the whole drama ; which he then step hj step dramatically un- 
folded, with all manner of cunning, deceptive dramaturgy, as he 
went on^ — the hollow, scheming 'XxoKpir^f, or Playjictor, that he 
was! This is a radieal perversion; all but universal in such 
cases. And think for an instant how different the fact is 1 How 
much does one of iis foresee of his own life ? Short way ahead 
of us it is all dim ; an unwonnd skein of possibilities, of appre- 
hensions, attemptabilities^ vague-looming hopes. This Cromwell 
had not his life lying all in that fashion of Program, which he 
peeded then, with that unfathomable cunning of his, only to en- 
act dramatically, scene after scene ! Not so. We see it so ; but 
to him it was in no mensure so. W hat absurdities would fall 
•away of themselves, Were this one undeniable fact kept honestly 
in view. by History! Historians indeed will tell you that they 
do keep it in view ; — ^but look whether such is practically the 
fact ! Vulgar History, as in this Cromwell's case, omits it alto- 
gether ; even the best kinds of History only remember it now 
and then. To remember it duly, with rigorous perfection, as in 
the fact it steod^ requires indeed a rare faculty ; rare, nay impos- 
sible. A very Shakspeare for faculty ; or more than Shakspeare ; 
who could enact a brother man's biography, see with the. brother 
man's eyes at all points of his course what things he saw ; in short, 
know his course and him, as few ^Historians' are like to do. 
Half or more of all the thick-plied perversions which distort our 
image of Cromwell, will disappear, if we honestly so much as try 
to represent them so ; in sequence, as they toere ; not in the lump, 
as they are thrown down before us. 

But a second . error, which I think the generality commit, re- 
fers to this same ^ambition' itself We exaggerate the ambition 
of Great Men ; we mistake what the nature of it is. Great Men 
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are Hoi ambitious in that sense ; Le isr a small poor man that is 
ambitioas so. Examine the man who lives in misery because he 
does not shine above otlier men ; who goes about producing him- 
selfj pruriently anxious about his gifts and claims ^ struggling to 
force everybody, as it were begging everybody for God's sake, to 
acknowledge him a great man, and set him over the heads of 
raen ! Such a creature is among the wretchedest sights seen un- 
der this sun. A great man? A poor morbid prurient empty 
man ;' fitter for the ward of a hospital, than for a throne among 
men. 1 advise you to keep out of his way. He cannot walk on 
quiet paths ; unless you will look at him, wonder at him, write 
paragraphs about him, he canuot live. It is the emptiness of tho 
man, not his greatness, ^ecau^e there is nothing in himself, he 
hungers and thirsts that ydu would find something in him. In 
good truth, I believe no great man, not so much as a genuine man 
who had health and real substance in him of whatever magni- 
tude, was ever much tormented' in this way. 

Your Cromwell, what good cquld it do him to be ' noticed ' by 
noisy crowds of people ? God his Maker already noticed him. 
He, Cromwell, was already there ; no notice would make him 
other thati h^ already was." Till his hair was grown grey ; kqA 
Life from the downhill slope was all seen to be limited^ not infi- 
nite but. finite, and all a measurable matter hmo it vent, — he had 
been content to plough the ground, and read his Bible. He in 
his old days could not support it any longer, without selling him- 
self to Falsehood, that he might ride in gilt carriages to White- 
hall, and have clerks with bundles of papers haunting him, " De- 
cide this, decide that," which in utmost sorrow of heart no man 
can perfectly decide ! What could gilt carriages do for this man ? 
From of old, was there not in his life a weight of meaning, a ter- 
ror and a splendour as of Heaven itself? His existence there as 
man, set him beyond the need of gilding. Death, Judgment and 
Eternity : these already lay as the background of whatsoever he 
thought or did. All his life lay begirt as in a sea of nameless 
Thoughts, which no speech of a mortal oould name. God's Word, 
as the Puritan prophets of that time had read it : this wa? grent, 
and all else was little to him. To call such a man < ambitious,' 
to figure him as the prurient windbag described abov^, seems t« 
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me the poorest solecism. Such a man will s^y : ^' Keep jour gilt 
carriages and huzzaing mobs, keep your red-tape clerks, your in- 
fiuentialities, your important business. jLeave me alone, leave 
me alone ; there is too much of life in me already !"' Old Samuel 
Johnson, the greatest soul in England in .his day, was ntt ambi- 
tious. 'Corsica Boswell' flaunted at public shews with printed 
ribbons round his hat ; but the great old Samuel staid at home. 
The world-wide soul wrapt up in its thoughts, in its sorrows ; — 
what could paradings, and ribbons in the hat, do for it ? 

Ah yes, I will say again: The great sileivt men! Looking 
round on the noisy inanity of the world, words with little mean- 
ing, actions with little worth, one loves to reflect on the great 
Empire of Silence. The noble silent men, scattered here and 
there, each in his department ; silently thinking, silently work- 
ing; whom no Morning Newspaper makes mention of! They 
are the gait of the Earth. A country that has none or few of 
these is in a bad way. Like a forest which had no roots ; which 
had all turned into leaves and boughs ; — ^which must soon wither 
and be no forest. Woe for us if we had nothing but what we can 
shew^ or speak. Silence, the great Empire of Silence: higher 
than the stars ; deeper than the Kingdoms of Peath ! It alone 
is great ; all else is small. — I hope we English will long maintain 
our grand talent pour le silence. Let others that cannot do with- 
out standing on barrel-heads, to spout, and be seen of all the 
market-place, cultivate speech exclusively, — become a most green 
forest without roots ! Solomon, says, There is a time to speak ; 
but also a time to keep silence. Of some great silent Samuel, 
not urged to writing, as old Samuel Johnson says he was, by 
, leant of money^ and nothing other, one might ask, " Why do not 
you too get up and speak ; promulgate your system, found your 
sect ?^ — " Truly," he wjll answer, " I am continent of my thought 
hitherto ; happily I have yet had the ability to keep it in me, no 
compulsion strong enough to speak it. My ' system' is not for 
promulgation first of all ; it is for serving myself to live by. 
That is the great purpose of it to me. And then the ^ honour V 
Alas, yes ; — but as Cato said of the statue : So many statues in 
that Forum of yours, may it not be better if they ask, Where is 
Cato's statue ?"— — 
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But now, bj way of counterpoise to this of Silence, let me esy 
that there are two kinds of ambition^ one wholly blameable, the 
other laudable and inevitable. Nature has provided that the 
great silent Samuel shall not be silent too long. The selfish wish 
to shine over others, let it be aecounted altogether poor and mis- 
erable. ^Seekest thou great things, seek them not :' this is most 
true. And yet, I say, there is an irrepressible tendency in every 
man to develope himself according to the magnitude which Na- 
ture has niade him of; to speak out, to act out, what Nature hito 
laid in him. This is proper, fit, inevitable ; nay it is a duty, and 
even the summary of duties for a man. The meaning of life here 
on earth might be defined as consisting in this : To unfold your 
sdfj to work what thing you have the faculty for. It is a neces- 
sity for the human being, the 6rstlaw of our existence. Cole- 
ridge beautifully remarks that the infant learns to speak by this 
necessity it feels. — ^We will say therefore : To decide about am- 
bition, whether it is bad or not, you have two things to take into 
view. Not the coveting of the place alone, but the fitness of the 
man for the place withal: that is the question. Perhaps the 
place was his f perhaps he had a natural right, and even obliga- 
tion, to seek the place ! Mirabeau's ambition to be Prime Min- 
ister, how shall we blapie it, if he -were ^llie only man in France 
that could have done any good there V Hopefuler perhaps had 
he pot so clearly fell how much good he could do ! But a poor 
^Necker, who could do no good^ and had even felt that he could 
do none, yet sitting broken-hearted because they had fiung him 
out, and he was now quit of it, well might Gibbon mourn over 
him. — Nature, I say, has provided amply that the silent great 
man shall strive to speak withal ; too amply, rather I 

Fancy, for example, you had revealed to the brave^old Samuel 
Johnson, in his shrouded-up existence, that it was possible for 
him to do a priceless divine work for his country and the whole 
world. That the perfect Heavenly Law might be made Law on 
this Earth; that the prayer he prayed daily, * Thy kingdom 
come,^ was at length to be fulfilled ! If you had convinced his 
judgment of this ; that it was possible, practicable ; that he the 
mournful silent Samuel was ^Milled to take a part in it! Would 
not the whole soul of the man have flamed up into a divine clear- 
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ness, into noUe utteraiiee and determinatioii to met ; CMting all 
womms and misgnings under his feet, counting all afflkstkm and 
eontradictioD smalL — ^the whole dark element o€ his existoice 
blazing into articulate radiance of light and lightning 7 It were 
a tme ambition this ! And think now how it actoaU j was with 
CromwelL FitMn of (Ad^ the sofierings of God's Church, tme iea> 
loos Preachers of the troth flnng into dongeons. whipt, set on pil- 
lories, their ears eropt off, God's Gt)spel-csiise trodden under foot 
of the unworthy : all this had lain hearj on his souL Long years 
he had looked upon it. in silence, in prayer ; seeing no remedy on 
Earth ; trusting well that a remedy in HeaTen's goodness woiild 
come, — ^that such a course was fidse, unju^ and could not last 
forever. And now behold Uie dawn of it ; after twelye years 
silent waiting, all England stirs itself; there is to be onoe more a 
Parliament, the Bight will get a Toice for its^; inexpresdUe 
well-grounded hope has come again into the Earth. Was not 
such a Parliament worth being a member of? Cromwell threw 
down his ploughs, and hastened thither. He spoke there,^ — 
rugged bursts of earnestness, of a self-seen truth, where we get a 
glimpse of them. He worked there; he fought and stroye, like 
a strong true giant of a man, through cannon-tumult and aU 
else,— on and on. till the Cause triumphed^ its once so formidable 
enemies all swept from before it, and the dawn of hope had be- 
come clear light of victory and certainty. That he stood there 
as the strongest soul of England, the undisputed Hero oi all 
England, — iwbat of this? It was possible that the Law of 
Christ's Gospel could now establish itself in the world ! The 
Theocracy which John Knox in his pulpit might dream of as a 
' devout imagination,' this practical man, experienced in the whole 
ohaps of most rough practice, dared to consider as capable of be- 
ing realised. Those that were highest in Christ's Church, the 
devoutest wisest men,, were to rule the land : in some consider- 
able degree, it might be so and should be so. Was it not inuy 
God's truth ? And if trtLe^ was it not then the very thing to do ? 
The strongest practical intellect ii^ England dared to answer, 
Yes ! This I call a noble true purpose ; is it not, in its owi> dia- 
lect, the noblest that could enter into the heart of Statesman or 
man? For a Knox to take it up was 'something; but for a 
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Cromwell, witk his great sound sense and experience of what our 
world waSj — flistory, I think, shews it only this once in such a 
degree. I account it the culminating point of Protestantism ; 
the most heroic phasis that < Faith in the Bible' was appointed to 
exhibit here below. Fancy it : that it were made manifest to one 
6( u«, how we could make the Kight supremely victorious over 
Wrong, and all that we had longed and prayed for, as the highest 
good to England and all lands, an attainable fact ! 

Well, I must say, the vtUpine intellect, with its knowingness, its 
alertness and expertness in ^ detecting hypocrites,' seems t6 me a 
rather sorry business. We have had but one such Statesman iu 
England ; one man, that I can get sight of, who ever had in the 
heart of him any such purpose at all One man, in the course of 
fifteen hundred years ; and this was his welcome. He had adhe- 
rents by the hundred or the ten ; opponents by the million. Had 
England, rallied all round him,— why, then, England might have 
been a Christian land ! As it is, vulpine knowingness sits yet at 
its bopeless problem, ' &iven a world of Knaves, to educe an 
Honesty from' their united action;' — ^how cumbrous a problem 
you may see in Chancery Law-Courts, and some other places! 
Till at length, by Heaven's just anger, but also by Heaven's 
great grace, the matter begins to stagnate ; and this problem 
is becoming to all men a palpabli/ hopeless one. — 

But with regard to Cromwell and his purposes: Hume, and a 
multitude following him, come Upon me here with an admission 
that Cromwell was sincere at first; a sincere 'Fanatic' at first, 
but gradually became a * Hypocrite ' as things opened round him. 
This of the Fanatic-Hypocrite is Hume's theory of it ; exten- 
sively applied since,^-to Mahomet and many others. Think of 
it seriously, you will find something in it ; not much, not all, 
very far from all. Sincere hero-hearts do not sink in this miser- 
able manner. The Sun flings forth impurities, gets balefully in- 
cruated with spots ; but it does not quench itself, and become no 
Sun at all, but a mass of Darkness ! I will venture to say that 
such never biefel a great deep Cromwell ; I think, never. Na- 
ture's own lion-hearted Son ; Antaeus-like, his strength is got by 
tmching the Earth, his Mother ; lift him Up from the Earth, lift 
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him up into Hypocrisy, Insanity, his strength is gone. We will 
not assert that Cromwell was an immaculate i^an ; that he fell 
into no faults, no insincerities among the rest. He was no dilet> 
tante professor of ^perfections,' ^immaculate conducts.' - He was 
a rugged Orson, rending his rough way through actual true 
wcrrk^ — doubtless with many a /a// i;herein. Insincerities, faults, 
very many faults daily and hourly : it was too well known to 
him ; known to God and him! The Sun was dimmed many a 
time ; but the Sun had nqt himself grown a Dimness. Crom- 
well's last words, as he lay waiting for death, dre those of a Chris- 
tian heroic man. Broken prayers to God, that he would judge 
him and this Cause, He since man could not, in justice yet in 
pity. They are most touching words. H^ breathed out his wild 
great soul, its toils and sins all ended now, into the presence pf 
his Maker, ip this manner. 

I, for one, will not call the man a Hypocrite! Hypocrite, 
mummer, the life of him a mere theatricality- empty barren 
quack, hungry for the shouts of mobs? Th^ man had made 
obscurity do very well for hinr till his head was grey ; and now 
he was^ there as he ^tood recognised unblajned, the virtual 
King of England. Cannot, a man do without King'^ Coaches 
j^nd Cloaks? Is it such a blessedness to haye clerks forever pes- 
tering you with bundles of papers in red tape ? A simple JDio- 
cletian prefers planting of cabbages; a GeorgeWashington.no 
very immeasurable man, does the like. One would say, it is 
what any genuine man could do ; and would do. The instant 
his real work were out in the matter of Kingship, — away with it ! 

Lot us remark, meanwhile, how indispensable everywhere a 
King is, in all movements of men. It is strikingly shewn, in this 
very War, what becomes of men when they cannot find a Chief 
Man, and their enemies can. The Scotch Nation was all but 
unanimous in Puritanism ; zealous and of one mmd about it, as 
in this English end .of the Island was always far from being the 
case. But there was no great Cromwell among them ; poor 
tremulous, hesitating, diplomatic Argyles and such like : none of 
them had a heart true enough for the truth, or durst commit 
himself to the truth. They had no leader ; and the scattered 
Cavalier party in that country had one ; Montrose, the noblest 
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of all the Cavaliers ; an accomplished^ gallant-hearted, splendid 
man ; what one may call the. Hero- Cavalier. Well^ look at it : 
on the one hand subject^, without a . King ; on the other a 
King without subjects ! The subjects without King can do no- 
thing ; the subjectless King can do something. This Montrose, 
With a handful of Irish or Highland savi^ges, few of them so much 
a9 gunfi in their hand^ dashes at the drilled Puritan armies like 
a wild whirlwind ; sweeps them, time after time, some five times 
over, from the field before him. He was at one period, for Ik 
short while, master of all Scotland. One man ; but he wai^ a 
man : a million zealous men, but without the oHe ; they against 
him were powerless ! Perhaps of all the persons in that Puritan 
struggle, from first to last, the single indispensable one was verily 
Cromwell. To see and dare, and decide ; to be a.fix^d pillar in 
the welter of uncertainty ; — ^a King among them, whether they 
called him so or not. 

Precisely here, however, lies the rub for Cromwell. His other 
proceedings have all found advocates, and stand generally justi- 
fied ; but this dismissal of the Kump Parliament and assumption 
of the Protectorship, is what no one can pardon him. He had 
fairly. grown to be King in JIngland ; Chief Man of the victorious 
party in England ; but it seems he could not do without the 
King's Cloak, and sold himself to perdition in order to get it 
Let us see a little how this was. 

England, Scotland, Ireland, all lying now subdued at the feet 
of the Puritan Parliament,, the practical question arose, .What 
was to be done with it ? How will you govern these Nations, 
whicji Providence in a wondrous way has given up to your dispo- 
sal? Clearly those hundred surviving members of the Long 
Parliament, who sit there as supreme authority, cannot continue 
forever to sit What is to be done ? — It was a question which 
theoretical constitution- builders may find easy to answer ; but to 
Cromwell, looking there into the real practical facts of it, there 
could be none more complicated. He asked of the Parliament, 
What it was they would decide upon ? It was for the Parlia- 
ment to say. Yet the Soldiers too, however contrary to Formula, 
they who had purchased this victory with their blood, it seeme^ 
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to them that they also Bhould have something to say in it ! We 
will DOt " for all our fighting have nothing but a little piece of 
paper." We understand that the LaW of God*s Gospel, to which 
He through us has given the victory, shall establish itself, or tty 
to establish itself, in this land ! 

For three years, Cromwell says, this question had been sounded 
in the ears of the Parliament. They could make no answer; no- 
thing but talk, talk. Perhaps it lies in the nature of parliamen- 
tary bodies ; perhaps no Parliament could in such case make 
any answer but even that of talk, talk ! Nevertheless the ques- 
tion must and shall be answered. You sixty men there, becom- 
ing fast odious, even despicable, to the whole nation, whom the 
oation already call Rump Parliament, you cannot continue to sit 
there : who or what then is to follow ? * Free Parliament,' right 
of £le<$tion, Constitutional Formulas of one sort or the other,'— 
the thing is a hungry Fact coming on us, which we must answer 
or be devoured by it ! And who are you that prate of Constitu- 
tional Formulas, rights of Parliament? You have had to kill 
your King, to make Pride's Purges, to expel and banish by the 
law of the stronger whosoever would not let your Cause prosper : 
there are but fifty or threC'Score of you left there, debating in 
these days. Tell us what we shall do ; not in the way of For- 
mula, but of practicable Fact ! 

How they did finally answer, remains obscure to this day. 

The diligent Godwin himself admits that he cannot make it out. 

The likeliest is, that this poor Parliament still would not, and 

indeed could not dissolve and disperse ; that when it came to 

the point of actually dispersing, they again, for the tenth or 

twentieth time, adjourned it, — and Cromwell's patience failed 

him. But we will take the favourablest hypothesis ever started 

for the Parliament; the favourablest, though I believe it is not 

the true one, but too favourable. According to this version : At 

the uttermost crisis, when Cromwell and his Officers were met on 

the one hand, and the fifty or sixty Rump Members on the other, 

^t was suddenly told Cromwell that the Rump in its despair was 

Ijjiswering in a very singular way ; that in their splenetic envious 

(;ij^.spair, to keep out the Army at least, these men were hurrying 

>ngh the House a kind of Reform Bill. — Parliament to be 
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chosen by tlie whole of England ; equable electoral division into 
districts ; free suffrage, <ind the rest of it f A very questionable, 
or indeed for them an unquestionable thing. Reform Bill, free 
suffrage of Englishmen ? Why, the Royalists themselves, silen- 
ced indeed but not exterminated, perhaps ouinumber us ; the great 
numerical majority of England was always indifferent to our 
Cause, merely looked at it and submitted to it. It is in weight 
and force, not by counting of heads, that we are the majority! 
And now with your Formulas and Reform Bills, the whole mat- 
ter, sorely won by our swords, shall again launch itself to sea ; 
become a mere hope, and likelihood, smull even as a likelihood ? 
And it is not a likelihood ; it is a certainty, which we have won, 
by God^s strength and our own right hands, and do now hold 
here, Cromwell walked down to these refractory Members ; in- 
terrupted them in that rapid speed of their Reform Bill ; — 
ordered them to begone, and talk there no more.— Can we not 
forgive him ? Can we not understand him ? John Milton, who 
looked on it all near at hand, could applaud him. The Reality 
had swept the Formulas away before it. I fancy, most men who 
were Realities in Englarld might see into the necessity of that. 

The strong daring man, therefore, has set all manner of For- 
mulas and logical superficialities against him ; has dared appeal 
to the genuine Fact of this England, Whether it will support him 
or not? It is curious to see how he struggles to govern in some 
constitutional way ; find some Parliament to support him ; but 
cannot. His first Parliament, the one they call Barebones^s 
Parliament, is, so to speak, a Co7ifi7ocation of the Notables. From 
all quarters of England the leading Ministers and chief Puritan 
Officials nominate the men most distinguished by religious repu- 
tation, influence and attachment to the true Cause : these are 
assembled to shape out a plan. They sanctioned what was past ; 
shaped as they could what w^s to come. They were scornfully 
called 3arehones's Parliament : the man's name, it seems, was not 
Bareboncs. but Barbone,— ^a good enough man. Nor was it a jest, 
their work ; it was a most serious reality, — a trial on the part of 
these Puritto Notables how far the Law of Christ could become 
the Law of this England. - There were men of sense among them, 
men of some qitality ; fnen of deep piety I suppose the most of 
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thenir were. They failed, it seems, and broke down) endeavouriBg 
to reform the Court of Chancery 1 They dissolved themselyes, 
as incompetent ; delivered up their power again into the hands 
of the Lord General Cromwell, to do with it what he liked and 
could. 

What will he do with it! The Lord General Cromwell, 
' Commander-in-Chief of all the Forces raised and to be raised ;* 
he hereby sees himself, at this unexampled juncture, as it were 
the one available Authority left in England, nothing between 
England and utter Anarchy but him alone. Such is the unde- 
niable Fact of his position and- England's, there and then. What 
will he do with it ! After deliberation, he decides that he will 
€iccept it ; will formally, with public solemnity, say and vow before 
God and men, '' Yes, the Fact is so, and I will do the best I can 
with it 1'^ Protectorship, Instrument of Government, — these are 
the external forms of the thing \ worked out and sanctioned as 
they could in these circumstances be, by the judges, by the lead* 
ing Official people, ' Council of Officers and Persons of interest 
in the Nation :' and as for the thing itself, undeniably enough, at 
the pass matters had now come to, there was no alternative but 
Anarchy or that. Puritan England might accept it or not ; but 
Puritan England was, in real truth, saved from suicide thereby ! — 
I believe the Puritan People did, in an inarticulate, grumbling, yet 
on the whole grateful and real way, accept this anomalous act of 
Oliver's ; at least, he and they together made it good, and always 
better to the last. But in their Parliamentary aHiculate way, they 
had their difficulties, and never knew fully what to say to it ! — 

Oliver's second Parliament, properly his first regular Parlia- 
ment, chosen by the rule laid down in the Instrument of Govern- 
ment, did assemble, and worked ; — ^but got, before long, into 
bottomless questions as to the Protector's light, as to ^ usurpation,' 
and so forth ; and had at the earliest legal day to be dismissed. 
Cromwell's concluding Speech to these men is a remarkable one. 
So likewise to his third Parliament, in similar rebuke for their 
pedantries and obstinacies. Most rude, chaotic, all those Speeches 
are ; but most earnest-looking. You would say, it was a sincere 
helpless man; not used to 5^^a/; the great inorganic thought of 
him, but to act it rather * A helplessness of utterance, in such 
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bursting, foln^ss of meaning. He tallur much about < births of 
Proyidence :' All these changes, so many victories and events, 
.were not forethotights, and theatrical contrivances of men, of me 
or of men ; it is blind blasphemers that will persist in calling 
them so ( He insists with a heavy sulphurous wrathful emphasis 
on this. As he well might. As if a Cromwell in that dark huge 
game he had been playing, the world whoUy thrown into chaos 
round him, had foreseen it all, and played it all off like a precon- 
trived puppetshew by wood and wire ! These things were fore- 
seen by no man, he says ; no man could tell what a day would 
bring forth : they were ' births of Providence,' God's finger guided 
us on, and we came at last to clear height t>f victory, God's Cause 
triumphant in these Nations ; and you as a Parliament could 
assemble together, and say in what manner all this could be 
organised, reduced into National feasibility among the affairs of 
men. You were to help with your wise counsel in doing that. 
<' You have had simh an opportunity as no Parliament in England 
ever had." Christ's Law, the Eight and True,. was to be in some 
measure made the Law of this land. In pbkce of that, you have got 
into your idle pedantries, constitutionalities, bottomless cavillings 
and questionings about written laws for my coming here ;-*-and 
would send the whole matter into Chaos again, because I have no 
Notary's parchment, but only God's voice from the battle-whirl- 
wind, for beings President among -you! That opportunity is 
gone ; and we know not when it will return. You have had your 
constitutional Logics and Mammon's Law, not Christ's Law 
rules yet in this land. " God be judge between you and me !" 
These are his final words to them : Take you your constitution-for- 
mulas in your hand; and I my i^^formal struggles, purposes, 
realities and acts ; and '' God be judge between you and me 1" — 
We said above what shapeless^ involved chaotic things the 
printed Speeches of Cromwell's are. Wilfully ambiguous, unin- 
telligible, say the most : a hypocrite shrouding himself in con- 
fused Jesuistic jargon ! To me they do not seem so. I will say 
rather, they afforded the first glimpses I could ever get into the 
reality of this Cromwell, nay into the possibility oi him. Try to 
believe that he means something, search lovingly what that may 
be : you will find a real speeck lying imprisoned in these broken 
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rude tortuous utterftnces; a meauing in the great heart of Hub 
inarticulate man ! You will, for the first time, begin to see that 
he was a man ; not an enigmatio chimera, unintelligible to jou, 
incredible to you. The Histories and Biographies written of this 
Cromwell, written in shallow sceptical generations that could not 
know or conceive of a deep believing man, are far more ohscurt 
than Cromwell's Speeches. You look through them only into 
the infinite vague of Black and the Inane. ' Heats and jealousies,' 
says Lord Clarendon himself: 'heats and jealousies,* mere 
crabbed whims, theories, and crotchets ; these induced slow sober 
quiet Englishmen to lay down their ploughs and work ; and fiy 
into red fiiry of confused war against the bestKJonditioned of 
Kings ! Try if you can find that true. Scepticism writing about 
Belief may have great gifts ; but it is really uUra vires there. It 
is Blindness laying down the Laws of Optics. — 

Cromwell's third Parliament split on the samo rock as Ms 
second. Ever the constitutional Formula: How came you 
there ? Shew us some Notary parchment ! Blind pedants :« — 
" Why, surely the same power which makes you a Parliament, 
that, and something more, made me a Protector !" If my Pro- 
tectorship is nothing, what in the name of wonder is your Parlia- 
menteership, a reflex and creation of that ? — 

Parliaments having failed, there remained nothing but the way 
of Despotism. Military Dictators, each with his district, to 
coerce the Royalist and other gainsayers, to govern them, if net 
by act of Parliament; then by the sword. Formula shall noi carry 
it, while the Reality is here ! I will gO on, protecting oppressed 
Protestants abroad, appointing just judges, wise managers, at 
home, cherishing true Grospel ministers ; doing the best I can to 
make England a Christian England, greater tlian old Rome, the 
Queen of Protestant Christianity ; I, since you will not help me ; 
I while Grod leaves me life ! — Why did he not give it up ; retire 
into obscurity again, since the Law would not acknowledge him ? 
cry several. That is where they mistake. For him there was no 
giving of it up ! Prime Ministers have governed countries, Pitt, 
•Pombal, Choiseul, and their word was a law while it held : but 
this Prime Minister was one that co'ddnot get resignei. Let him 
once resign, Charles Stuart and the Cavaliers waited to kill him; 
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to kill tke Cause and him. Once embarked, there is no retreat, 
no return. This Prime Minister could retire nowhither except 
into his tomb. 

One is sorry for Cromwell in his old days. His complaint is 
incessant of the heavy burden Providence has laid on him. Heavy ; 
which he must bear till death. Old Colonel Hutchinson, as his 
wife relates it, Hutchinson his old battle-mate, coming to sea 
him on some indispensable business, much against his wilL — 
Cronrwell * follows him to the door,' in a most fraternal, domestic, 
conciliatory style ; begs that he would be reconciled to him, his 
old brother in arms ; says how much it grieves him to be misun- 
derstood, deserted by true fellow soldiers, dear to him from of 
old : the rigorous Hutchinson, cased in his Republican formula, 
sullenly goes his way. — And the man's head now white; his 
strong arm growing weary with its long work ! I think always 
too of his poor Mother, now very old, living in that Palace of his ; 
a right brave woman ; as indeed they lived all an honest God- 
fearing Household there : if she heard a shot go off, she thought 
it was her son killed. He had to come to her at least once a day, 
that she might see with her own eyes that he was yet living. 

The poor old Mother ! What had this man gained ; what had 

he gained ? He had a life of sore strife and toil, to his last day. 
Fame, ambition, place in History ? His dead body was hung in 
chains ; his * place in History' — place in History forsooth — has 
been a place of ignominy, accusation, blackness and disgrjice ; 
and here, this day, who knows if it is not rash in me to be Among 
the first that ever ventured to pronounce him not a knave and 
liar, but a genuinely honest man ? Peace to him. Bid he not, 
in spite of all, accomplish much for us ? We walk smoothly over 
his great rough heroic life ; step over his body sunk in the ditch 
there. We need not spurn it, as we step on it ! — Let the Hero 
rest. It was not to menJs judgment that he appealed ; nor have 
men judged him very well. 

Precisely a century and a year after this of Puritanism had 
got itself hushed up into decent composure, and its results made 
smooth, in 1688, there broke out a far deeper explosion, much 
more difficult to hush up, known to all mortals, and like to be 
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long known, by the name of French Bevolution. It is properly 
the third and final act of Protestantism ; the explosive confused 
return of mankind to Eeality and Fact, now that they were perish- 
ing of Semblance and Sham. We call our English Puritanism 
the second act : '' Well then, the Bible is true ; let us go by the 
Bible!" "In Church," said Luther; "In Church and State," 
said Cromwell, "let us go by what actually is God's Truth." 
Men have to return to reality ; they cannot live on semblance. 
The French Bevolution, or third act, we may well call the final 
one ; for lower than that savage SansciUoUism men cannot go. 
They stand there on the nakedest haggard Fact, undeniable in 
all seasons and circumstances ; and may and must begin again 
confidently to build up from that. The French explosion, like 
the English one, got its King, — ^who had no Notary parchment 
to shew for himself We have still to glance for a moment at 
Napoleon, our second modern King. 

Napoleon does by no means seem to me so great a man as 
Cromwell. His enormous victories which reached over all Eu- 
rope, while Cromwell abode mainly in our little England, are but 
as the high stilts on which the man is seen standing ; the stature 
of the man is not altered thereby. I find in him no such sincerity 
as in Cromwell; only a far inferior sort. No silent walking, 
through long years, with the Awful, Unnameable of this Uni- 
verse ; ' walking with God,' as he called it ; and faith and strength 
in that alone: laterU thought and valour, content to lie latent, 
then burst out as in blaze of Heaven's lightning! Napoleon 
lived in an age when God was no longer believed ; the meaning 
of all Silence, Latency, was thought to be Nonentity : he had to 
begin not out of the Puritan Bible, but out of poor Sceptical En- 
cyclop^dies. This was the length the man carried it. Merito- 
rious to get so far. His compact, prompt, every-way articulate 
character is in itself perhaps small, compared with our great cha- 
otic i?iarticulate Cromwell's. Instead of ^dumb Prophet strug- 
gling to speak,' we have a portentous mixture of the Quack with- 
al ! Hume's notion of the Fanatio Hypocrite, with such truth 
as it has, will apply much better to Napoleon, than it did to 
Cromwell, to Mahomet or the like, — ^where indeed taken strictly 
it has hardly any truth at all. An element of blameable ambi- 
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tioi;i shews itself, from the first, in this man ; gets the victory 
over him at last, and involves him and his work in ruin. 

* False as a bulletin' became a proverb in Napoleon's time. 
He makes what excuse he could for it : that it was necessary to 
mislead the enemy, to keep up his own men's courage^ and so 
forth. On the whole, there are no excuses. A man in no case 
has liberty to tell lies.' It had been, in the long-run, better for 
Napoleon too if he had not told any. In fact, if a man have any 
purpose reaching beyond the hour and day, meant to be found 
extant Ttext day, what good can it ever be to promulgate lies ? 
The lies are found out; ruinous penalty is exacted for them. 
No man will believe the liar next time even when he speaks 
truth, when it is of the last importance that he be believed. 
The old cry of wolf! — A Lie is ^w^thing ; you cannot of nothing 
make something ; you make nothing at last, and lose your labour 
into the bargain. 

Yet Napoleon had a sincerity : we are to distinguish between 
what is superficial and what is fundamental in insincerity. 
Across these outer manoeuvrings and quackeries of his, which 
were many and most blameable, let us discern withal that the 
man had a certain instinctive ineradicable feeling for reality ; and 
did base himself upon fact, so long as he had any basis. He has 
an instinct of nature better than his culture was. His savans^ 
Bourrienne tells us, in that voyage to Egypt 'v^ere one evening 
busily occupied arguing that there could be no God. They had 
proved it, to their satisfaction, by all manner of logic. Napoleon 
looking up into the stars, answers, " Very ingenious, Messieurs : 
but who made all that ?" The Atheistic logic runs off from him 
like water ; the great Fact stares him in the face : " Who made 
all, that ?" So too in practice : he, as every man that can be 
great, or have victory in this world, sees, through all entangle- 
ments, the practical heart of the matter ; drives straight towards 
that. When the steward of his Tuileries Palace was exhibiting 
the new uph(^stery, with praises, and demonstration how glorious 
it was, and how cheap withal, Napoleon making little answer, 
asked for a pair of scissors, dipt one of the gold tassels from a 
window-curtain, put it in his pocket, and walked on. Some days 
afterwards, he produced it at the right moment, to the horror of 
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his upholstery functionary ; it was not gold but tinsel 1 In Saint 
Helena, it is notable how he still, to his last days, insists on the 
practical, the real. "Why talk and complain; above all, why 
quarrel with one another? There is no resiUt in it ; it comes to 
nothing that one can do. Say nothing, if one can do nothing P' 
He speaks often so, to his poor discontented followers ; he is like 
a picture of silent strength in the middle of their morbid queru- 
lousness there. 

And accordingly was there not what we can call h faith in him, 
genuine so far as it went? That this new enormous Democracy 
asserting itself here in the French Beyolution is an insuppressi- 
ble Fact, which the whole world, with its old forces and institu- 
tions, cannot put down : this was a true insight of his, and took 
his conscience and enthusiasm along with it, — a faith. And did 
he not interpret the dim purport of it well ? ' La carriere ouverte 
aux talenSj The implements to him who can handle them :' this 
actually is the truth, and even the whole truth ; it includes what- 
ever the French Bevolution, or any Revolution, could mean. 
Napoleon, in his first period, was a true Democrat. And yet by 
the nature of him, fostered too by his military trade, he knew 
that Democracy, if it were a true thing at all, could not be an 
anarchy : the man had a heart-hatred for anarchy. On that 
Twentieth of June (1792), Bourrienne and he sat in a coffee- 
house, as the mob rolled by : Napoleon expresses the deepest 
contempt for persons in authority that they do not restrain this 
rabble. On the Tenth of August he wonders wjiy there is no 
man to command these poor Swiss ; they would conquer if there 
were. Such a faith in Democracy, yet hatred of anarchy, it is 
that carries Napoleon through all his great work. Through his 
brilliant Italian Campaigns, onwards to the Peace of Leoben, 
one would say, his inspiration is : * Triumph to the French Revo- 
' lution ; assertion of it against these Austrian Simulacra that 
* pretend to call it a Simulacrum !' Withal, however, he feels and 
has a right to feel, how necessary a strong Authority is ; how the 
Revolution cannot prosper or last without such. To bridle-in 
that great devouring, self-devouring French Revolution ; to tame 
it, so that its intrinsic purpose can be made good, that it may be* 
come organicj and be able to live among other organisms and 
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formed things, not as a wasting destruction alone: is not this still 
¥rhat he partly aimed at, as the true purport of his life ; naj 
what he actually managed to do 1 Through Wagrams. Austcr- 
litzes; triumph after triumph. — he triumphed so far. There 
was an eye to see in this man. a soul to dare and da He rose 
naturally to he the King. All men saw that he teas such. The 
common soldiers used to say on the march : ^ These hahhling 
AvocatSj up at Paris : all talk and no work ! What wonder it 
runs all wrong ? We shall hare to go and put our Pdii Caparal 
there !'' They went, and put him there ; they and France at 
large. Chief-consulship, Emperorship, victory over JSurope ; — 
till the poor Lieutenant of La Fere, not unnaturally, might seem 
to himself the greatest of all men that had heen in the world for 
some ages. 

But at this point. I think, the fatal charlatan-element got the 
upper hand. He apostatized from his old faith in Facts, took to 
believing in Semblances : strove to connect himself with Aus- 
trian Dynasties, Popedoms, with the old false Feudalities which 
he once saw clearly to be false ;— considered that he would found 
" his Dynasty" and so forth : that the enormous French Revolu- 
tion meant only that ! The man was * given up to strong delu- 
sion, that he should believe a lie ;' a fearful but most sure thing. 
He did not know true from false now when he looked at them, — 
the fearfulest penalty a man pays for yielding to untruth of heart. 
Selfajid false ambition had now become his god : ^eZ/'-deception 
once yielded to, all other deceptions follow naturally more and 
more. What a paltry patchwork of theatrical paper-mantles, 
tinsel and mummery, had this man wrapt his own great reality 
in, thinking to make it more real thereby ! His hollow Pope's- 
Concordaij pretending to be a re-establishment of Catholicism, 
felt by himself to be the method of extirpating it, •• la vaccine de 
la religion :" his ceremonial Coronations, consecrations by the old 
Italian Chimera in Notre-Dame, — " wanting nothing to complete 
the pomp of it," as Augf^reau said, " nothing but the half-million 
of men who had died to put an end to all that !" Cromwell's 
Inauguration was by the Sword and Bible ; what we must call a 
genuinely true one. Sword and Bible were borne before him, 
without any chimera : were not these the real emblems of Puri- 
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tanism; its true decoration and insignia? It had used them 
both in a very real manner, and pretended to stand by them now ! 
But this poor Napoleon mistook : he believed too much in the 
DiipeoMity of men ; saw no fact deeper in man than Hunger and 
this ! He was mistaken. Like a man that should build upon 
cloud : his house and he fall down in confused wreck, and depart 
out of the world. 

Alas, in all of us this charlatan- element exists ; and might be 
developed, were the temptation strong enough. * Lead us not 
into temptation !' But it is fatal, I say, that it be developed. 
The thing into which it enters as a cognisable ingredient is 
doomed to be altogether transitory ; and, however huge it may 
look^ is in itself small. Napoleon's working, accordingly, what 
was it with all the noise it made 1 A flash as of gunpowder wide- 
spread ; a blazing-up as of dry heath. For an hour the whole 
Universe seems wrapt in smoke and flame ; but only for anliour. 
It goes out : the Universe with its old mountains and streams, 
its stars above and kind soil beneath, is still there. 

The Duke of Weimar told his friends always, To be of cour- 
age ; this Napoleonism was unjuslj a faLsehood, and could not last. 
It is true doctrine. The heavier this Napoleon trampled on the 
world, holding it tyrannously down, the fiercer would the world's 
recoil against him be, one day. Injustice pays itself with fright- 
ful compound-interest. I am not sure but he had better have 
lost his best park of artillery, or had his best r(?giment drowned 
in the sea, than shot that poor German Bookseller, Palm ! It 
was a palpable tyrannous murderous injustice, which no man, let 
him paint an inch thick, could make out to be other. It burnt 
deep into the hearts of men, it and the like of it ; suppressed fire 
flashed in the eyes of men, as they thought of it, — waiting their 
day ! Which day came : Germany rose round him.-^What Na- 
poleon did will in the long-run amount to what he did jusfly ; 
what Nature with her laws will sanction. To what of reality 
was in him ; to that and nothing more. The rest was all smoke 
and waste, ha carriere ouverte aux talens : that great true Mes- 
sage, which has yet to articulate and fulfil itself everywhere, he 
left in a most inarticulate state. He was a great ebaucke, a rude- 
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draught never completed ; as indeed what great man is other ? 
Left in too rude a state, alas I 

His notions of the world, as he expresses them there at St. 
Helena, are almost tragical to consider. He seems to fieel the 
most unaffected surprise that it has all gone so ; that he is flung 
out on the rock here, and the World is still moving on its axis. 
France is great, and all-great; and at bottom, he is France. 
England itself, he says, is by Nature only an appendage of 
France ; "another Isle of Oleron to France." So it was by Na- 
ture, by Napoleon-Nature ; and yet look how in fiact — Here am 
I ! He cannot understand it : inconceivable that the reality has 
not corresponded to his program of it ; that France was not all- 
great, that he was not France. ^ Strong delusion,' that he should 
believe the thing to be which is not ! The compact, clear-seeing, 
decisive Italian nature of him, strong, genuine, which he once 
had, has enveloped itself, half dissolved itself, in a turpid atmos- 
phere of French Fanfaronade. The world was not disposed to 
be trodden down underfoot ; to be bound into masses, and built 
together, as he liked, for a pedestal to France and him : the world 
had quite other purposes in view ! Napoleon's astonishment is 
extreme. But alas, what help now ? He had gone that way of 
his ; and Nature also had gone her way. Having once parted 
with Reality, he tumbles helpless in Vacuity ; no rescue for him. 
He had to sink there, mournfully as man seldom did ; and break 
his great heart, and die, — this poor Napoleon : a great implement 
too soon wasted, till it was useless : our last Great Man ! 

Our last, in a double sense. For here finally these wide roam- 
ings of ours through so many times and places, in search and 
study of Heroes, are to terminate. I am sorry for it : there was 
pleasure for me in this business, if also much pain. It is a great 
subject, and a most grave and wide one, this which, not to be too 
grave about it, I have named Hero-worship. It enters deeply, as 
I think, into the secret of Mankind's ways and vitalest interests 
in this world, and is well worth explaining at present. With six 
months, instead of six days, we might have done better. I 
promised to break ground on it ; I know not whether I have even 
managed to do that. I have had to tear it up in the rudest mUn- 

11 
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ner in order to get into it at all. Often enongh, with these ab- 
rupt utterances thrown out isolated, unexplained, has your toler- 
ance been put to the trial Tolerance, patient candour, all-hoping 
&YOur and kindness, which I will not speak of at present. The 
accomplished and distinguished, the beautiful, the wise, something 
of what is best in England, have listened patiently to my rude 
words. With many feelings, I heartily thank you all ; and say. 
Good be with you all 1 



THE END. 
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